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tenches that lighten the flirtations, and in the details of costumes with their 
colonrs, which are apparently by an expert. At the same time, when field sports 
have to be deal^ with the anther appears to be equally at home. And although 
he relates the autobionnAiy of a fashionable young lady, the story embraces 
a considerable range of incident ; and we are almost constrained to address him 
with the stock sentence of flattering criticism, and prsnounce that the re is not 
a dull page in his volume from the b^^inning to the end."— Satubdat Bsvibw. 
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** Mr. Gladstone was observed the other night, during a heated debate, to be 
readii]^ a novel ! Some curiosity was manifested to ascertain the name of the 
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and it is satisfeictory to state that it was ' Proper Pride.' This is the novel which 
tiie leading Journal reviewed twice within a month."— Goust Jouknal. 
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38. 6(2. ; post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2«. ; cloth limp, 2$. 6d. 

" It is a long day since we read anything much prettier or more amusing than 
the doings and si^rings of Miss Dennis and her friends at Port Blair. Every 
character in this very pleasant and wholesome book is as life-like as a portrait 
can be. Thackeray himself never drew such Irish of the peasant class as ^ddy 
McQravy and Larry Flood."— STAin>A]U>. 

DIANA BARRINGTOn. Grown 8vo, cloth extra, 

38. 6d, ; post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2«. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d, 

" "Ntn, Groker has done good work before, but her present effort is a distinct 
advance on all her previous ventures. There is an infectious gaiety about it that 
is immensely refreshing, and the heroine is as bri^t and frank a creature as we 
have met for a long time. The narrative is exceedingly picturesque and full of 
vivid touches, while the dialogue bristles with good tUngs. Mrs. Groker is as 
much at home in depicting the sights and somids of the Jungle as she is in 
chronicling all the social events of a gay military station. In P^^ Magee, 
whose brogue iias lost, none of its freshness during twenty years' exile in what 
she calls a dissolute wilderness, and who never murdered any language but her 
own, Mrs. Groker has given a pleasant picture of an unconventional Iiidiwoman. 
The writer's width of sympathy is shown in a score of ways. She does not 
regard tiie natives as niggers, but bears eloquent testimony to their courtesy, 
duvalry, and charity. Again, her accounts of sport are very unlike those which 
occur in the pages of most female novelists, and help to agreeably complete the 
detail of her picture of Anglo-Indian life. Such a book as * Diana Barrington ' 
is a veritable tonic to a Jaded reviewer, and makes him look forward with keen 
anticipation to another atory from the genial and witty pen of it s auth or." 
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" Farewell, farewell, my old love ; 
Your heart will never break. 
Though sore your pride be mortified. 
And I the blame must take. 
But if I broke a thousand hearts. 
If all the world cried shame, 
My new love ! my true love ! 
I'd love you all the same." 

John O'Hagan. 



IN THE 
KINGDOM OF KERRY. 



PART I. 

It was a warm afternoon in June, and never 
had the Kerry Mountains loomed of a richer, 
darker purple, the pastures of a more 
brilliant emerald green, or the tangled road- 
side hedges displayed such a gay (though 
ragged) mantle of wild roses, honeysuckle, 
and fuchsia. 

These same hedges, however, afforded but 
scant protection from an almost tropical sun, 
and a tall, elderly country woman, in a linsey 
gown and heavy blue cloth cloak, was fain 



4 IN THE KINGDOM OF KERRY. 

to set down her two-handled basket, wipe 
her freckled face, and gasp. It was Mrs. 
Kerwan, who had been to the fair in 
Killarney, and was trudging homewards to 
her mud cottage on the shoulder of Manger- 
ton ; an able-bodied, hard-working widow, 
who, out of respect to the fair day, wore 
a battered black cr^pe bonnet over her 
scanty sandy locks. She was remarkable 
for white brows and lashes, prominent front 
teeth, and an exceedingly long, sharp tongue. 
Most people in Kerry have a nickname, and 
Mrs. Kerwan was known far and wide as 
"Katty the News," and richly deserved 
her title. 

Katty's small, keen eyes were fixed upon 
a distant column of faint blue smoke; this 
smoke ascended from the ornamental 
chimney of the West Lodge of Cleena 
Hall, her halfway house, for in the Lodge 
resided her cousins the Shanahans. At 
least half the population are connections in 
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those parts, and an affront offered to one 
will instantly bring down dozens of angry 
families, precisely like a swarm of hornets. 
Although so clannish, these hornets are not 
above administering deadly stings to one 
another. For example, Mrs. Kerwan, to 
quote her candid admission, "did not like 
a bone in the skins of Joe or Mary 
Shanahan," her own second cousin and his 
daughter. Firstly, because she and the late 
Mrs. Shanahan had had a small difference 
respecting a flock of turkeys, which had 
finally to be referred to the parish priest! 
Secondly, because Joe (a retired and pen- 
sioned herd) and his daughter Mary were 
under the shadow and protection of the big 
house, and were shockingly stuck-up in con- 
sequence! As an instance, Joe took in a 
weekly paper, Mary was suspected to possess 
white pocket-handkerchiefs, and would, no 
doubt, figure in hat and feathers, instead 
of her own hair, if she dared to face the 
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neighbours. Lastly, Mary Shanahan, a 
personable enough girl, had refused to " walk 
with," or have anything to say to her son 
Jamsie, ay, and she a penniless slip ! It was 
true that the said Jamsie had got into some 
little trouble with the police, and subsequently 
gone off to America, but nevertheless the 
affront had rankled and never been forgiven 
by Jamsie's mother. However, it was not 
old quarrels, jealousies, or even insults that 
she was now contemplating, it was the fond 
expectation of a rest in the shade and a 
good cup of tea, that was in Mrs. Kerwan's 
mind, as she once more seized her basket 
with an air of stern resolution, and plodded 
on, till she came to the green door of the 
West Lodge, and knocked upon it with her 
bony knuckles. There was the sound of 
the scraping back of a chair, and in another 
moment the visitor was admitted by a 
pretty girl in a pink cotton dress, with 
a half-darned stocking on her hand. 



IN THE KINGDOM OF KERRY. 7 

"God save all here!" proclaimed Mrs. 
Kerwan, in a solemn, sepulchral voice, as 
she entered and deliberately planted down 
her load. 

" Well, Joe " — to a prematurely old man, 
bent up with rheumatism, who sat by the 
fire — " an' what way are ye ? " 

" Oh, sticking together, like a sod of wet 
turf ; and how's yourself, Katty ? " — looking 
up under his eyelids. 

" Faix, just waddling along ! IVe been 
down to the fair below. 'Tis a cruel hot 
day, and I'm kilt entirely, an' I've called in 
passing, to rest my old bones a bit, and ax 
for a cup of spring water." 

Well she knew that no one would be 
more astonished than herself, had she been 
offered spring water instead of a steaming 
strong cup of tea, such as her soul loved. 

"Faix, then, you're just in the nick of 
time for tay and potato cake, Mrs. Kerwan," 
said Mary, bustling round to place a cloth 
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and teacups. "The tay is about drawed" 
— pointing to a squat brown teapot in the 
turf ashes — " and the cakes done to a turn." 

Mary Shanahan was an acknowledged 
country beauty, with fair hair, bright blue 
eyes, and an infectious smile. She was 
slender, erect, about twenty years of age, 
and kept house for her old father, who 
enjoyed seven shillings a week and the 
West Lodge rent free, besides what Mary 
earned by her poultry and her needle. 

Mrs. Kerwan's cold, little, glittering eyes 
wandered furtively round, enviously resting 
on the white scoured dresser, the bright 
scarlet geraniums in the window, the starched 
muslin blinds, and Mary's rapid and deft 
preparations. 

** Tay and potaty cakes ! an' no less ; faith, 
then, 'tis a treasure you'll be, Mary my heart, 
for the smart boy as gets ye ; ay, Joe ? " 
And she gave a shrill little laugh, like the 
whinny of a foal. 
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"Ay, ay," agreed Joe, "but smart boys 
looks out for a fortin' these times, and Mary 
has none beyond her face ! Well, and what 
sort of a fair had ye, mam ? " 

"Oh, but poor enough. I sold a little 
Kerry stripper for four pound ten, and 
desperate hard set to get that same. I 
heard as the horses was going pretty well. 
English buyers over. Tim Booley got thirty 
pound for a grand chestnut colt, bacon is riz 
a halfpenny — though pigs was never so low." 

" That's true ! " groaned Joe, in melancholy 
assent. 

" This is elegant tay ye have here, Mary " 
— now stirring and drinking, spoon in cup ; 
" I like it better nor Maher's. How much a 
pound ? " 

"Then 'tis just eighteen-pence, Mrs. 
Kerwan,'' said Mary, in her soft, southern 
brogue (a low musical voice frequently lends 
an additional charm to the girls in the 
Kingdom of Kerry). 
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"Now, do ye tell me that! It takes a 
far bether grip of the water than what Fm 
giving two shiUin' for ; well, then — just wan 
more cake, since ye will have it — ^'tis you 
that has a heavy hand with the butter, 
darlin', an' good butter it is." 

Presently the business of eating and 
drinking came to an end. Mary put away 
the tea things, and settled once more to 
her darning, whilst Mrs. Kerwan threw off 
her cloak (and all reserve), and bringing her 
chair close up to old Joe, prepared for com- 
fortable conversation. 

They duly discussed the season, the 
weather, the last " Mission," the last Land 
Bill, and the last murder. 

" I hear as how Timothy Lyons has had a 
hand in that; bad luck to him ! he is always 
in trouble, between drinking and fighting," 
said Katty Kerwan. 

" Ye may well say so ! " agreed old Joe. 
" Last time I saw him in Maher's he had 
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over thirteen bottles of porter taken, forby 
a glass of whisky; and porter is a very 
ugly drunk." 

"Well, I've not laid eyes on him this 
twelvemonth, when he came to me for a 
little blacking for his face, when he was 
going to bate Pat Twiss ! " 

"Them Lyons is a bad lot — ^%g and 
bird," pursued Shanahan. " It would be a 
deed of holy charity to hang some of them ! 
Is there no other news stirring, Katty ? " 

"I did hear as how Miss Maria Flood 
was going to take the veil at the Presenta- 
tion Convent, and as how your young lady 
has got a young gentleman courtin' her 
at last." 

"At last ! did ye say ? Augh, 'tisn't wan, 
but forty, as are coming after Miss Addie," 
retorted Joe, rather loftily, "but she is 
terrible hard to plase, and small blame 
to her." 

"Well, I must be going me way now," 
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said Mrs. Kerwan, pulling her " cape " cloak 
up about her shoulders and looking round 
for her basket. "Oh — faix 'tis well I re- 
membered it; now that I think of it, I did 
hear wan piece of grand news in at Maher^s." 
She paused for a second in order to give 
more effect to the following announcement. 
*' Anstey Casey is going to be married again." 

"Is it Anstey!" repeated Joe Shanahan, 
in a key of shrill incredulity ; " may God 
give her sense and me money ! Why, 'tis not 
six months since she buried ould Pat, and 
more betoken scarce put on a screed of 
black ! " 

" Sorra a thread," retorted Katty, proud in 
the consciousness of having worn her present 
head-gear for eleven years. " I heard her 
say, with me own two ears, that it was the 
height of nonsense to be sticking on crape 
for an ould husband." 

"She's not too young herself," remarked 
Joe. " She's up for forty-five, I'm thinking, 
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as plain as a hape of stones, and as cross 
as a weasel." 

" Ye may well say so," agreed Katty, nod- 
ding her head significantly. " Ay, an' worse 
to the back of it. But she has a snug little 
bit of a farm, and some young cattle, and old 
Pat's savings — in or about a hundred pounds." 

" D'ye tell me that now ! " exclaimed Joe, 
with great animation. " I wonder if she 
would have a notion of me ? " 

"Ah now, be aisy with your jokes, Joe 
Shanahan, 'tis a young husband she is getting 
this time — ^a smart, good-looking, clane-living 
boy ! " 

" The saints protect him ! he must be cruel 
hard set, the poor devil ! " 
^ " I saw Anstey myself up the street on a 
side car ; she had a grin on her, like a pig 
in an orchard, and yellow ribbons in her 
bonnet, and a rose — no less! Mourning, 
indeed — how are ye!" — ^with a gesture of 
angry scorn. 
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" And tell us who's the boy ? " inquired 
Mary, looking up with an air of smiling 
expectation. Every girl is interested in a 
marriage. 

Mrs. Kerwan hesitated, shot a swift glance 
from between her white lashes, cleared her 
throat loudly twice, and then replied in a 
meek, apologetic voice — 

"Well, I did hear as it wor Denis 
Hurley." 

"Denis Hurley!" repeated Mary; and 
she plunged the darning needle deep into 
her hand. 

For Denis was her sweetheart — a steady, 
popular young boatman known as " Denis 
the singer," or more often " Handsome 
Denis," who lived with his father and mother 
near Lock Quitaine, and earned a livelihood 
in rowing for one of the hotels in the season, 
and working on his farm in winter. Denis 
had been " talking " to pretty Mary Shanahan 
until last harvest, and then he had suddenly 
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cooled off for some reason mysterious to the 
girl. The truth was, that his father and 
(more especially) his mother, a shrewd, 
vixenish, frugal woman, had other views for 
him. A young fellow like Denis could easily 
command a farmer s daughter, with a couple 
of good cows and a hundred pounds. In 
Kerry, the matches are entirely arranged by 
the parents ; the last people to be consulted 
are the selected couple themselves. 

" Oh, so it's Denis, is it ? " repeated Mary, 
carelessly. A Kerry girl is proud, and can 
conceal the Spartan fox as well as any one. 

*' So they say," rejoined her relative in a 
bolder key ; ** of course, I know, dear, that 
Denis was talking to you this couple of 
years back, and had a right to be your boy ; 
but, ye see, he hasn't himself to plase, no 
more nor any young man, and when I seen 
Anstey walking with the father and mother, 
I knew she had him ! " 

" Oh, if Denis Hurley plases Anstey 
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Casey, he needn't bother his head about 
mer 

" Tis his mother's doing, doatie "—waxing 
yet more affectionate; ** since she married 
Julia to old Scully, as keeps his gig, she has 
got grand notions entirely, and ye know 
they had to give a power o* money wid 
Julia, and that emptied the stocking — more 
betoken they kept it in a taypot — and left 
them very tight! an' they have had bad 
losses: two cows went and died on them, 
and their oats failed. They must have a 
girl with a fortune to stock the ould place, 
and it's a shocking poor land. Now, 
Anstey's no beauty, the Lord knows! — but 
she has the farm and a hundred pounds on 
a deposit receipt, a few little beasts, and a 
chest of good clothes, and she has her mind 
dead set on Denis Hurley ! " 

" Oh, then it's all settled, av course," said 
Mary, briskly, darning madly the while. 

^^ He is not for it, naturally," proceeded 



IN THE KINGDOM OF KERRY. 17 

Mrs. Kerwan, clearing her throat, "but he 
sees as the ould place is racked out, and 
he has only his own earnings, and them not 
constant, five shillin' a day for three days 
a week, maybe in the saison, and for six 
months not a hate to do, but sit with his 
hands in his pockets, or work at home, and 
sure his father can do all that. The Caseys 
are neighbours too, and Anstey's brother, 
the carpenter — and the greatest outlaw and 
poacher in the country — sent Mrs. Hurley 
up an account, and Hurley and his wife 
met the Caseys over beyant at Burke's 
Public, and did the divil and all of daling 
and business, striving hard to best one 
another. You'd hear them for a mile roar- 
ing, * Knock in another pound ! Knock 
in another heifer ! ' And when they left off, 
I believe there was not more nor the price 
of a pig between them !" 

"I mislike them sort of marriages," 
grumbled old Joe from the fire. "They 
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are like priests' matches, and bring no 
luck." 

"That's bekase you are a Dublin man, 
Joe, and not from these parts; now I my- 
self never knew who I was to have, till the 
day I went before the priest. I axed me 
mother, and she said, * Hold your tongue ; 
whoever he is, he is good enough for the 
likes of yees.' And it was Mat Kerwan of 
all the world, and he turned out not too 
bad altogether, though he was fond of a sup ! " 

"Ay, and look at Maggie Dempsey — a 
nice, tight-skinned, souple girl, as was ser- 
vant at the Glen Hotel, and married Jacky 
Burke, and there has she and her small 
childer, to live in the house with Burke's 
mad brother, never out of the place night 
or day — he has her heart scalded ! And he 
is very dark in himself, and desperate 
dangerous, and had a right to be jailed up, 
but the Burkes' people won't hear of it. 
Maggie's mother made that match ! " 
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"Well, anyhow, Denis has no one, and 
he will come in after the old folk ; his father 
is getting terribly failed, and Nan Hurley 
is anxious to have Denis well settled before 
he goes. Tm told the wedding is to be in 
fine style — a whole tierce of porter and 
two fiddlers; maybe they'll be borrowing 
your ould fiddle, Joe ? " she suggested, with 
a patronizing nod, as she pointed to the 
fiddle on the wall. 

"They will so," he answered with con- 
viction. 

" An' axing Mary here to the dance ; they 
say she has the lightest foot in the barony, 
and is great at a four-handed reel." 

" I hope they will," said Mary, gaily ; " but 
for so grand a turn-out as that, I'll be want- 
ing a new dress ! " 

" Miss Addie gives you her cast-offs, 
doesn't she ? " — with a jealous glance. ' 

"Indeed she does. Miss Addie is very 
good to me." 
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" And gives you employment ; them's her 
stockings, I suppose ? " 

" Yes " — holding up a black silk hose. 

" Glory ! but she has a big foot under her 
for a lady! Well now, I'm going at long 
last. If ye are up my way, ye will give me 
a look in, Mary alannah. I'd let you have 
that little black hen I was spakin' of; she 
lays an elegant egg — as big as a goose ! " 

(This hen was offered, on the impulse of the 
moment, to soothe poor Mary's feelings, and 
afford consolation to her lacerated heart.) 

"Thank ye kindly, Mrs. Kerwan, but I 
don't often get so far; what between the 
sewing, and the fowl, and going to market," 
returned Mary, as she politely conducted 
her visitor to the gate. 

Old Joe now rose, tottered to the door, 
and muttered aloud, as he looked after Mrs. 
Kerwan and her basket — 

"Thin the divil sweep ye, for a long- 
tongued, blathering old fostooke (match- 
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maker) ! ye came here a purpose, to put that 
off your mind, for ye have always had a 
spite in agin' my Mary, betoken of yer own 
blaggard James! And may both him and 
you get the luck you're looking for." 
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PART 11. 

" Ah, but our hopes were splendid^ 

Annie dear ; 
How sadly they have ended, 

Annie dear." 

Mrs. Kerwan's news proved to be a 
substantial fact as well as a nine days' 
wonder! Anstey Casey's relations gave 
out (with truly fashionable precipitancy) 
that a match had been "drawn down" 
between their well-to-do Anastasia and 
handsome Denis Hurley, and that the 
marriage was to take place as soon as the 
tourist season grew a little slack — in 
October, or at latest at Shrove. Yes, 
Anstey Casey had discovered that money 
was a power — a power which enabled her 
to carry off, in the face of all the envious 
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young girls, the best-looking and " likeliest " 
boy in the neighbourhood. She had, more- 
over, a valuable ally in the mother of Denis 
— a tall person, with a long, sour face, a weak 
digestion, and a robust will. She ruled her 
family absolutely. Mrs. Hurley was a wise 
woman in her generation — her words were few 
but strictly to the point She fed her man- 
kind well (her hot bread, home-cured bacon, 
and oatmeal stirabout were unrivalled) — their 
shirts were snow white, their Sunday suits as 
whole and well-brushed as any gentleman's. 

Yes, Nan Hurley thoroughly understood 
the power of a cheerful hearth and home ; 
and this self-denying, frugal, ignorant Kerry 
woman was, in her own sphere, as scheming, 
ambitious, and unscrupulous as another 
Catherine de Medici ! 

She had not failed to remark Denis walk- 
ing back from Mass in company with Mary 
Shanahan — pretty enough, but a beggar ; 
and she took an early opportunity of having 
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a few words with her son, and pitilessly dis- 
pelled that bright vision commonly known as 
" love's young dream " ! 

" The farm is just wore out bare," she 
remarked, one Sunday evening, as she sat 
opposite to Denis by the fire ; " your father 
is that crippled with the rheumatics, he'll 
barely put over the winter ; an' how are we 
to live at all, if ye bring in another mouth 
to feed, and land that girl on the top of us ? 
She has a pretty face enough, but that won't 
keep her and a family! Them red and 
white colours is always consumptive — I 
know it by me own sister — and Mary 
Shanahan has been reared comfortable, 
sitting at her needle indoors, and drinking 
tay. She'd look well out on the mountain- 
side all weathers ; driving cattle, cutting furze, 
and picking stones. She's too gay, too, with 
her pink gowns, an* puts everything on her 
back ! Ye don't bring a wife of that pattern 
in here, Denis, as long as I'm living." 
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Denis made no reply, beyond knocking 
the ashes out of his pipe with a noisy 
impatience. 

"Av coorse ye can live elsewhere, but 
ye will find your earnings go a short way 
when ye come to pay for rent, and food, 
and turf, and clothes. Ye will be just a 
stack of rags before the year is out ! " 

Denis considered the warm, comfortable 
kitchen, with its flitches of bacon and glow- 
ing turf fire ; he appreciated a well-filled pipe 
and a good respectable suit. Could he 
relinquish all this for the sake of Mary 
Shanahan ? Yes, he could. 

"A settled, sensible woman, like Anstey 
Casey, who can put her land and money to 
your land, is the right sort of wife for ye, 
Denis," pursued his mother. " I grant you 
she is no great shakes to look at, but she is 
a most respectable girl.'* 

" Girl ! " he echoed ferociously. 

" Well spoken of, and well off" — as if she 
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had not heard him. " I saw her deposit 
receipt myself with my own two eyes. Ye 
could stock the land finely, and kape cows, 
and maybe a harse of your own — and give 
up that boatin' and fishin'; I hate it, ever 
since Bridget Scanlan lost her sons over in 
the lower lake. Denis, me own boy, do 
you think you could marry Anstey ? " 

A long pause — at last the answer came. 

" I think, mother " — looking up from under 
his straight black brows — "that I'd a dale 
sooner die^ 

"Well, listen to me now, my son. In 
that case we will all die ! There is nothing 
on the land at all, savin' a couple of ould 
puck goats and a flock of geese ! I'd have 
managed to worry along till the spring, if 
the cows and heifer had not gone and died 
on me ! I owe a terrible big bill in Maher's 
shop, as it is — and they axed me for it too, 
a thing they never done before; and your 
father had great arrears of rent to pay, and 
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there was the parish dues, and ye know we 
were always liberal to our priest and church. 
I can't have Father Brian disappointed, and 
looking shy at me. And I declare to God, 
Denis, I don't know how we are to hould 
up our heads and put over the winter." 

" But Anstey Casey, mother ! " he groaned. 
" I can't bear her ! The very sight of her 
gives me a sort of turn." 

"You*d soon get used to her, Denny, 
lovey ; in six months' time it would be all 
as wan, as if she was a rale beauty, and 
you'll be the money to the good. She has 
a terrible fancy for ye; I saw her hanging 
back and loitering coming from the chapel 
to-day, and looking round for ye, over and 
over. Oh, Denis, me darlin', these are cruel 
bad times for me, and if you would not 
break your old mother's heart, ye will marry 
Anstey Casey" — and Mrs. Hurley, who was 
a rigid and undemonstrative person, aston- 
ished and terrified her son by suddenly 
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throwing her checked apron over her head 
and bursting into loud convulsive sobs. 

Denis, after sitting for a few seconds in 
dumb, miserable embarrassment, muttered 
some half-indistinct promise, then rose 
sheepishly, and went out into the cool, dim 
night 

Silence had spoken — he had consented. 

Till dawn, he wandered through the hills, 
almost unconscious of his steps ; now follow- 
ing a rushing brown torrent that descended 
impetuously to the lakes, now wading knee 
deep in bracken and heather. The little 
black mountain cattle raised their sleepy 
heads to gaze at him as he hurried by, ac- 
companied by two pale companions — ^those 
mutual enemies — Love and Duty. None 
but Denis was aware of their deadly hand- 
to-hand conflict on the Eagle Mountain under 
the watching stars. 

By daybreak. Love, alas ! broken-hearted, 
was overcome and abandoned, whilst hard- 
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featured Duty placed her shackles on young 
Hurley, and led him home. 

Denis and Mary Shanahan had been 
acquainted since childhood, and had been 
" talking " to one another for two years ; 
they had not gone quite so far as to mention 
the word " marriage,'' but they had mutually 
admired a sunny little house on the Tore 
mountain. But of late, these talks had 
ceased, and there was nought between them 
now but sighs. Mary was totally ignorant 
of the reason of Denis's defection, or of his 
notable interview with his mother, that Sun- 
day night. She manufactured hundreds of 
excellent and plausible reasons for his 
absence. He was busy — it was a " throng " 
season — he had no time for philandering 
round. She accepted anything sooner than 
the hideous fact that Denis was inconstant. 
No, he was as true as the sun, as true as 
she was to him, though nothing binding had 
ever passed between them, — ^but sure, ever 
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since she was in pinafores, it had always 
been " Mary and Denis." 

Consequently the unexpected announce- 
ment of his engagement to Anstey Casey 
fell like a thunderbolt ! 

Mary seldom went abroad beyond the 
chapel and the village, or an errand to the 
big house ; she now kept within more than 
usual, and her pretty colour became a little 
faded, her smile was mechanical, and her 
appetite nil. 

One evening, however, she was compelled 
to go out to a neighbour's in quest of a 
promised sitting of eggs. It had been a 
wet afternoon, but clouds and mists had 
cleared away, the sun shone, and everything 
looked fresh, glistening, and green, in that 
soft, tepid atmosphere. As Mary climbed 
up a steep lane, between high banks of 
heather and yellow broom, she descried a 
well-known, long-looked-for figure, rapidly 
descending the hill — a square-shouldered 
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young man, with a resolute face, and the 
black hair and dark-blue eyes so common 
in the west. As the pair approached, they 
gradually slackened speed, first from a brisk 
walk to a slow one, then to a crawl ; finally 
they came to a standstill, about three paces 
apart. It seemed to him that she had 
grown paler and fairer. 

** An' is that yourself, Mary ? " Denis 
asked at last. 

" Faix, I believe it is, Denis," she answered 
sedately. 

" It's a fine evening." 

** It is so" — now smiling radiantly. 

Who could guess at the agonizing hours 
spent in that little room off the kitchen (with 
its patchwork quilt, unearthly red-and-white 
china dogs, and real rosewood work-box), or 
of the moments when Mary had rocked herself 
to and fro, sobbing, "Denis ! Denis ! Denis!" ? 
Or who had ever seen Mary's nearest ap- 
proach to a love-letter, and chiefest treasure ? 
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Although stored in a clean handkerchief 
inside her Mass book, yet it was not much 
to look at after all ; merely a thick envelope 
(now greatly worn), which she had found 
leaning shyly against her window-pane one 
moonlit summer's night, as if praying for 
admittance; it enclosed a sprig of white 
heather, and a sheet of paper, on which, 
with infinite pains, an unskilled hand had 
traced these words : — 

" Girl of the blue eye, 
Love me ! Love me ! 
Girl of the dew eye. 

Love me ! 
Worlds hang for lamps on high, 
And thought's world lives in thy 
Lustrous and tender eye. 
Girl of the blue eye, love me I 

** Girl of the low voice, 
Love me ! Love me ! 
Girl of the sweet voice, 

Love me ! 
Like the echo of a bell, 
Like the babbling of a well, 
Sweeter ! Love within doUi dwell 
Oh ! girl of the low voice, love me I " 
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The lines were signed "Martin MacDer- 
mott," but the handwriting was the writing 
of Denis Hurley. 

How many kisses had been wasted on that 
irresponsive sheet of paper — the survivor of 
a whole dozen that Denis had ruined, between 
bad spelling, smears, blots, and the unex- 
ampled nervousness the brave young boat- 
man brought to this overwhelming effort ? 

" I have not had sight, or light of ye, this 
long time, Mary — how is that ? " continued 
this false lover, assuming an ill-used air. 

*' Faix, I hear you are going to be married, 
Denis, and sure ye had something to do 
forby looking for me— an' — I give ye joy 
with all my heart." 

(Many a time this sentence had been 
rehearsed in private, and, on the whole, it 
now came out merrily and well.) 

" Married, am I ? and to whom ? " — with 
an expression of blank astonishment that no 
man of the world could have surpassed. 

D 
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" Ah, now, don't be pretending, and going 
on with your nonsense, and letting on ye 
didn't know — why, to Anstey Casey, to be 
sure." 

" She's a friend of me mother's." 

" Faix, she's nigh your mother's age sure 
enough, but she's your intended, they say ; 
and I hear ye have lost your eyesight writing 
her love-letters ! " she added with a scornful 
laugh. 

" By me oath, I never wrote her a line in 
me life." 

" Is that so ? Well, maybe when you're 
always with her, it's no great deprivation " — 
with a meditative smile. 

" Is it always with her — me ! " — with angry 
repudiation. " I never go within the bawl of 
an ass of her." 

" Then ye'd make believe that your mother 
did the courting ! " (which she did, and well). 
" Now what's the good of talking like that, 
Denis me boy ? since we all know as the 
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match is made ! Didn't ye walk home from 
Mass with her ere Sunday week ? Ye must 
ask me to the wedding, Denis, for old times' 
sake, won't ye ? And now I can't be wasting 
me day colloguing — ^good evening, and good 
luck to ye," and she nodded a gay farewell. 
As she nodded, her green plaid shawl fell 
back from her beautiful golden head; ex- 
citement had given unwonted colour to her 
cheek and to her eye ; she looked brilliantly 
lovely, this poor country girl, who was fight- 
ing so bravely for her maidenly dignity. 
Oh! what a contrast, this slim, blue-eyed 
colleen, full of the life and vitality of twenty 
summers, afforded to elderly Anstey, with 
her sandy hair, squat, formless shape, and 
yellow teeth ! " 

" Stop, Mary Shanahan," cried the young 
man, hoarsely. "Stop now," he repeated, 
with a stamp of his foot. *' Ye know as well 
as I do, Mary, and bether, it's yourself I care 
for, and me heart is broken in four pieces. 
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O Saints and Angels of Heaven ! If I had 
but forty pounds ! But where would I get a 
fortin' ? Sure Tve only me weekly earnings. 
'Tis the land that has destroyed us — you 
and me, Mary ! It's clane wore out ; there's 
hardly a blade of grass on it, and I have no 
money to hearten it, or stock it. Many 
things has come against us Hurleys. First 
of all, me mother give too big a dowry with 
Julia entirely, and then me father had long 
arrears of rent to pay ; it was just that, or 
quit! We held out as long as the best in 
it. He was only entitled to a clear receipt 
on payment of two years' rent; he owed 
nine, ye see ! And he had to pay the two 
years, or go, so that was wan loss. Then 
the two cows and the little black heifer, that 
got the disease, was another ; and he specu- 
lated in the stocks, by the advice of some 
blathering blaggard, and lost nigh seventy 
pounds — me mother does not know, or 
she'd lose her reason. She thinks it went 
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In the arrears. 'Tis a great mercy women 
doesn't understand business. Well, we are 
stone broke, ye see ! If it was only working, 
Fd work me hands to the bone for me 
mother. But it's not that she wants; 'tis 
me very heart's blood, and she's asking for 
it night and day: I must marry Anstey 
for her fortune." 

"Oh yes, av course I understand that, 
for what else ? " retorted Mary, with a 
heartless laugh. 

" She's no beauty," he continued. 

"Indeed ye never spake a truer word! 
Ye might put her out on the door step, if 
ye wanted to draw a crowd ! " 

"She has a few acres, and the house, a 
hundred pounds, and seven nice little bastes," 
he persisted doggedly. 

" Seven little bastes, and only wan eye ! 
But sure 'tis not for me to be passing re- 
marks on Mrs. Denis Hurley." 

" Oh ! Mary, Mary, if ye only guessed how 
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miserable I am! I, that used to be the 
great singer in our boat, can never raise a 
song at all now. I've not sung them, ' Kate 
Kearney/ or ' Rich and Rare/ for months. 
I tell them me voice has gone ; 'tis that me 
heart is broken between yees. I can't see 
me old mother starve, can I ? Her that 
reared me! And I can't give you up, the 
very pulse of me life, and yet I must, I 
must ! " And the impressionable, emotional, 
half-distracted young man, finding that Eng- 
lish fettered his utterance, now broke into his 
mother — or rather grandmother's — tongue. 

" You're my own little girl, Mary acushla 
oge, that has removed the very spring of 
my heart! I swear by all that is holy in 
heaven, that, married or single, it will never 
beat for any one but you. I cannot forget 
you, machree asthore, though I've tried hard, 
and if I was only let alone, I'd die, and 
gladly, for the sake of Mary Shanahan ! " 

A wandering, semi-lost tourist came un- 
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expectedly in sight of the pair and halted, 
greatly amazed. Who was this handsome, 
dark, young mountaineer, and why was he 
gesticulating and pouring forth floods of 
fiery eloquence in a foreign tongue, to a 
pale, fair-haired girl, with the face and 
demeanour of a stone statue ? 

As he timidly approached, the torrent of 
words ceased, and the girl suddenly turned 
and fled down the hill, like a frightened hare, 
as if she were running for her life. 

" Hullo ! I think I know your face. Why, 
you're Denis the boatman, with the tenor 
voice," exclaimed the stranger. " I never 
heard Irish spoken before; was that the 
Irish language ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

"And was that pretty girl your sweet- 
heart ? " 

" She was, sir ? " 

This was strictly true. She was once his 
sweetheart. 
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*' I must confess that I greatly admire 
your taste, Denis," remarked the visitor, with 
a knowing wink. 

Denis waxed black, a fine old Irish scowl 
crept over his good-looking countenance. 
What would the English gentleman say to 
his taste if he saw Anstey Casey ? 



♦ » 
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PART III. 

The months of July and August dragged 
hotly and heavily by. The big house, which 
had been empty all summer, was now filled 
with a large party for the shooting. Miss 
Addie gave plenty of employment in the 
shape of needlework to her pretty protigh. 
Her ^reXXy protig^e had been noted by Miss 
Addie's intended, a clever young officer of 
Engineers, who played the violin admirably, 
and took photographs somewhat less ad- 
mirably, and had made the mothers of 
several beautiful babies his bitter enemies 
for life ! 

"I should like to photograph your little 
Kerry beauty, Addie," he said. " I met 
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her in the avenue and received such a nice 
curtsey ; she has not merely a pretty, but 
an uncommon face; her lovely blue eyes 
have a sad, resigned, exalted sort of ex- 
pression that is most fetching ; she looks 
like some suffering saint and martyr," and 
he laughed. 

But Miss Addie did not laugh. She had 
heard of Denis and Anstey, and could 
account for that " uncommon expression." 

Captain Elton was duly and formally 
introduced to the West Lodge, to Mary, 
and to Joe. He took their photographs, 
and generously brought them copies. On 
this latter occasion it came on to rain 
heavily, and he and his^ancie were weather- 
bound at the lodge. Casting round for a 
topic, Miss O'Moore's dark eyes fell upon 
an old fiddle, where it hung above the fire- 
place, in uncongenial company with a scythe 
and a landing-net, and she said — 

" Oh, Cuthbert, Joe here plays the violin 
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like yourself, only better. Joe, will you give 
us a tune ? '' 

" Sure I have not touched it for two years, 
Miss Addie; my fingers are like ten bits 
of wood — and it has no strings at all, as ye 
see. I lent it to Tim Purcell, the fiddler, 
for wakes and weddings, and last time he 
had it he was mad drunk, and broke it 
on me." 

" Show it here, and I'll fix it for you. I 
have plenty of strings," said the officer, good- 
naturedly. 

" Mary honey, rache it down to his 
honour;" and Mary honey handed him a 
long, dark violin, not unacquainted with dust, 
and having a fine big cobweb in its interior. 

Captain Elton examined it critically, and 
in silence, for a considerable time, and then 
old Joe exclaimed — 

" Don't I know it's no good at all now^ 
sir ; wance it had a wonderful sweet tone — 
but it's terrible old." 
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*' Terrible old, indeed ! When did you get 
it?" 

"Faix 'twasn't even / got it, but me 
father; and he come by it by accident, as 
it wor, about forty year ago. There wor a 
grand auction at Kilraine Castle — stacks of 
pictures and rubbish, and queer useless 
things, sold — ^the ould man's ' selection ' they 
called it, I think — ^as well as beautiful solid 
mahogany furniture. Me father got a great 
bargain of a fine stout oak box for ninepence ; 
everything was going for nothing, ye may 
say, for Kilraine is out of the way, and there 
was no dealers, seeing as trash wasn't the 
fashion then. Well, when me father took 
home the box, and went to open it, if there 
wasn't the fiddle inside it ! It was just one 
of Kilraine's ould rattletraps. But I tuned 
it up a bit, and it wasn't altogether too bad. 
I used to play on it, and lend it round the 
county, but it's bet up teetotally now. Still, 
it had wance a rare fine tone ! " 
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"I shouldn't wonder if it had," said 
Captain Elton, who had been examining 
the instrument with grave attention. " Look 
here, Joe, will you sell it ? *' 

" Is it sell it, sir ? God give you sense, 
and me money ! Sure it's not worth talking 
about. Take it, and keep it, and kindly 
welcome, your honour." 

" No, no, I will sell it for you, if I may, 
and give the price of it to Mary, here, for 
her wedding gown." 

''That will be as you plase, sir. But I 
misdoubt if the price of it would go far in 
any material," and he chuckled. 

"Well, you may leave that to me. FU 
do the best I can for Mary, Joe. And now 
the rain has stopped, TU take it up to the 
house, and send it to London. Good even- 
ing to you," he added, and he walked off 
carrying the old violin. 

" What do you think of it, Cuthbert ? " 
inquired his fianc^e^ eagerly. " Is it really 
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worth anything ? How I wish it was ! 
What do you think about it ? *' 

"I think, nay, I know, that they make 
marvellous imitations nowadays, Addie, and 
I am afraid to commit myself. I put a 
strong restraint on my tongue when I first 
saw it, and did not shout out * A Cremona.' 
I shall send it to an expert in town at once ; 
and I must say that I think it looks genuine, 
and is either a * Strad ' or an * Amati.' " 

"Oh, Cuthbert, how delightful! And 
Mary may yet get a good sum — a fortune — 
and marry Denis yet ! " 

And she clapped her hands and actually 
began to dance on the damp avenue ! 

"Never count your chickens before they 
are hatched, Miss O'Moore ! Personally, I 
have no sympathy with Denis and his self- 
immolation on the altar of sheep and oxen. 
If I were in his place I'd have run away 
with Mary long, long ago. But about the 
fiddle. Its surroundings and its story are 
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credible — as well as romantic. Old Kil- 
raine was a noted connoisseur. His 'selec- 
tion/ as Joe called it, was scattered to the 
four winds, like pearls among swine, and 
I am in great hopes that, at the present 
moment, I have one of these said pearls 
under my arm ! " 

" And if so, what will it fetch ? " 

" You mercenary girl I You are not 
thinking of its tone, its date, its artistic value, 
only of your beauty at the gate lodge ! " 

" Yes, only of her." 

" I dare say it will fetch, if its date 1690 
is not a He, from two to three hundred 
pounds." 

•' Oh, Cuthbert, you dear ! " 

"Yes, the fiddle will be dear also, if it's 
genuine! Of course, I may be mistaken, 
but I think I know a valuable fiddle when 
I see it. It is very light, a sure sign 01 
age; it is beautifully finished; it vibrates 
at a touch ; in fact, it is nearly as sensitive 
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as Mary's complexion. By the way, I 
should have thought your beauty could have 
had her pick of suitors, with that face ! " 

" Not she. Down here, only money 
counts — money, and cattle, and pigs. A 
husband goes to the highest bidder, and 
Mary's young man has been disposed of by 
his mother — sacrificed to a widow woman 
of five and forty, with a farm, some savings, 
and an awful temper. They say she used 
to beat her first husband with a long-handled 
saucepan." 

" But Denis has not been told off yet, 
has he ? " 

" No, but the execution is fixed for next 
month." 

" I saw him the other day looking as if he 
was calculating the depth of the lake. He 
is a smart, well-set-up sort of fellow. I don't 
think he would stand the saucepan." 

** No, and perhaps this fiddle may be the 
saving of him and Mary." 
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*' But if the other amiable lady runs him 
in for breach of promise, how will that 
be ? " 

*Mt will be his mother's affair " — in- 
differently. " She is responsible. She has 
managed the whole transaction. Old 
Anstey knows that she has purchased a 
most unwilling suitor — not an uncommon 
feature in these matches. But he is not 
quite so bad as a young man I once heard 
of, who cried for three whole days before his 
wedding ! " 

" And had he no say in the matter ? '* 

" No, not a word. It would be a frightful 
breach of etiquette." 

" Miserable wretch ! He has my pro- 
found sympathy.** 

" Cuthbert ! How dare you ! I shall 
never forgive you for that speech, unless 
you get me hundreds of pounds for that old 
violin." 



E 
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PART IV. 

" Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? " 

** Wait — hold on, Mary, and Til 'share this 
umbrella with you," cried Captain Elton, 
as he endeavoured to come up with the 
girl he called Addie's "beauty," who was 
hurrying home from market with merely her 
green shawl over her head. 

" Thank ye kindly, sir, but I wouldn't like 
to trouble you," she answered, pausing and 
blushing. "Sure an* I don't mind a little 
drop of wet." 

" That's how all you people lay up a store 
of rheumatism for your old age" — holding 
the umbrella over her head as he walked 
beside her. 

''Well, sir, 'tisn't much else as we have 
to lay up in these parts, as I knows oi^," 
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"That is true, and I don't understand 
how it is, since this is a most fertile country." 

" Barrin* the mountain lands, yer honour, 
as bare as me palm ! " 

"Ay, rU allow that they are barren — ^but 
these valleys seem to teem with crops. 
Mary! you ought to be proud of your 
country. I never saw such scenery." 

"'Tis grand entirely; an' I hear as the 
mountains in England are just clods beside 
ours ; still an all, great landscapes only fills 
the eye — an nothing else." 

" Oh, there I think you are wrong. Beau- 
tiful landscapes attract crowds to admire 
them — crowds must be fed and housed — and 
driven about — yes, and rowed about" (sig- 
nificantly). " They bring money and employ- 
ment into the country. Why, your Denis 
is a boatman, who lives by tourists and the 
scenery." 

"Don't call him my Denis, sir, an I'll 
thank ye " — very stiffly. 
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" Oh, I beg your pardon, Mary. I thought 
he was your property." 

" 'Tis Miss Addie has been, maybe, putting 
foolish notions into your head, sir," she added 
in a softer key. 

" I should not be surprised if she had. 
Well, about that fiddle, Mary. I have not 
heard as yet, but I expect to get a letter by 
any post." 

" It's very kind of yer honour taking so 
much trouble, an indeed I'm afraid you will 
have your inconvenience for nothing. It's 
wore out, that it is, and played upon and 
battered about by every ould musician in the 
country." 

At this moment Mary and her companion 
were overtaken by a car, which splashed 
past them at a great pace. Seated on one 
side was Anstey Casey, grinning with triumph 
(wearing the identical grin, as noted by 
" Katty the news "), and beside her was 
Denis Hurley — the slave ^t her chariot 
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wheel! After this spectacle, conversation 
languished, and gradually expired. Captain 
Elton ventured to cast one glance at Mary. 
Her face was colo^irless and rigid, and, as 
he was now quite close to a side entrance 
to the big house, he gladly took leave of 
her and his umbrella. This he insisted she 
should use until she reached the West 
Lodge, which was fully a quarter of a mile 
distant. 

As she proceeded onwards alone, Mary 
heard the rapid footsteps of some one run- 
ning after her ; the some one proved to be 
Denis, who thus accosted her in spasmodic 
gasps : 

" Well, an' wasn't thon a pretty sight ? '' 
"Faix, an* I would not go as far as all 
that," replied Mary, scornfully ; " but I hope 
ye enjoyed your drive ? " 

" Drive be hanged ! She overtook me, 
an' fairly tormented me to take a lift. I 
mane about your walking with a gentleman, 
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and under the wan umbrella, and no less! 
Now stop," he panted, **let me spake. I 
don't know all about him, and how he has 
been to the lodge over and over, and took 
yer picture and borrowed Joe's old violin. 
I heard everything from Blake the boot-boy 
up at the big house. Ye ought to be 
ashamed of yourself, Mary Shanahan ; no 
dacent girl " 

" There now," she interrupted with blazing 
eyes, "that will do. Don't dar to go and 
call me out of me name, Denis Hurley. 
What is it to you who I spake to, gentle or 
simple.^ Mind your own business, av ye 
plase." 

"Faix rU mind his business, anyhow!" 
retorted Denis, with a queer light in his dark- 
blue eyes. " And if I ever catch him making 
so free as to spake to ye again, Til bate him 
into flittergigs ; an so ye can tell him ! Let 
him keep to his own soort ! " 

" An isn't he Miss Addie's young gentle- 
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man ? " demanded Mary, pausing, and look- 
ing at her companion dramatically. 

" Then the more shame for him, and you!" 
rejoined Denis, who was literally shaking 
with passion. 

As she was now at the end of her journey, 
Mary turned upon her escort, and said in a 
clear, sharp voice — 

" Denis Hurley, 'tis ye had a right to be 
ashamed of yourself, and black ashamed! 
What ails ye the day ? Ye must be out of 
your mind— looking so swollen, and so 
savage — ^an maybe ye have drink taken ? 
Take my advice and keep yourself cool, and 
go back now quietly to your own Anstey. 
If I wor her, Fd be mad jealous ; ye have 
no call whatever to be running and shouting 
after another girl. Not that Anstey is a 
girl^ being nigh as old as your grandmother. 
Go back now, I tell ye, or there may be 
trouble." 

At the word "trouble" she clanged the 
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gate violendy in his face ; then for a second 
confronted him through the bars, white and 
breathless, ere she turned about and ran into 
the lodge. 

" The blessed saints knows there's trouble 
enough — an' too much trouble — in this world 
for me!^^ he groaned, as he moved slowly 
away. '* What's to hinder me from lepping 
into the lake ? What's the use of living at 
all, at all .^ God ! I wish I was in another 
state — even purgatory." 
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PART V. 

" Trends moy tel que je suy." 

Old Joe was a man of early hours, and 
retired to rest about eight o*clock. It was 
the next evening but one after her interview 
with Denis, and Mary was sitting alone in 
the kitchen sewing, when she heard the 
gate swing, steps — no, not passing on, but 
coming to the cottage — then a faint knock. 
She opened the door boldly, and saw a tall 
man's figure against the stars. It was Denis, 
Denis who had not darkened their threshold 
for many months. 

" Mary," he began, and his voice trembled 
a little, " Tve cooled an' — I've come humbly 
to ax yer pardon, for ere — yesterday, and 
what I said — ye know, about the captain." 
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" Oh " — raising her head several inches — 
" Av coorse, I put all that under me feet ! — 
and yer pardon is granted then. Will ye 
walk in, Denis, and take a sate 'i " 

"Ye know how it is" — following her to 
the table, but still standing. " I can't bear 
to see no one spaking to ye but myself. A 
sort of madness takes me head, and me 
blood feels on fire — and I couldn't be 
answerable for what I do to a man, be it 
lord or be it a constable of the police, that 
I saw making up to ye — and I hear Con- 
stable Carr is watching ye. I couldn't live 
or breathe in the same country, and you 
married to another fellow — and so Tm going 
to Ameriky on Saturday." 

" Ameriky — and Anstey ? " she faltered, 
dropping into a chair. 

**'Twas Anstey put the notion in me 
head! Every time I looked at her, I said 
to myself, ' FU run away off to Ameriky ' — 
and anyhow, it's all at an end between her 
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and me. Praise and glory be to Almighty 
God!" 

*' Then won't ye sit down, Denis, and tell 
me all about it ? " — pushing a chair towards 
him with hands that shook. 

"It happened ere yesterday — when she 
overtook me, and dragged me up alongside 
of her, on the car, again* my sober will — and 
she and Dan Casey began cracking their 
jokes, and jeering. Well, when we went by 
you, she passed an ugly remark — as she had 
no call to — and that made me fairly wild — 
and one word led on to another. She called 
you by a name as I wouldn't take in me 
mouth, and I called her by another that 
wasn't a compliment; so she up with the 
handle of her umbrella, and hit me a clip 
over the head, as nearly knocked me off the 
car ! That was enough ; I lepped down, 
then and there, and ran back after you — 
and ye know all that. Do ye think I'd 
have Anstey now, if she was to be hung in 
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diamonds ? A baste of a woman^ as took to 
bating me afore we wor married ! " 

" And your mother, Denis ? " asked his 
listener, tremulously, 

"Well, Mary, to tell you the truth, Fm 
black out with me mother, and she with me 
— and that's wan reason I'm off on Saturday 
to Ameriky. My sister Julia has been well 
done for, and will care the old people — and 
I will get employment — they give good 
wages to them as are not afraid to work — 
and Fm going over for a year — or maybe 
two — to work for you — and me." 

" Oh, Denis, — but what will your people 
do at all, at all for money ? " And her dark- 
blue eyes grew tragic. 

" Me people will do right well ! Sure 
hasn't me mother a whole taypot full of 
bank-notes, and I never suspicioned it. Ere 
last night, when I went home unexpected — 
for she thought I was in Killarney — the 
house was as black as a bag and was shut 
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fast, and I could not get in anyhow ; for the 
kay wasn't under the thatch, and the door 
was locked on the inside — and then I noticed 
a stim of light in the room, and went and 
laid me eye agin the bit of a winder. 
Glory ! I nearly lost me sight entirely, when 
I saw me mother sitting at her aise at the 
table, with a candle, an empty taypot, and a 
power of one pound notes spread out before 
her — if there was wan there was forty. Well, 
after that, I withdrew, and hammered the 
diviFs own delight on the door, and she 
came and let me in, and said she had been 
up the room saying her prayers ! 'Tis 
true. Well, with that, I opened out, and 
tould all about Anstey; and she was near 
the other thing from praying, an' axed what 
was to become of her and me father — but 
the poor-house ? 

'* ' And what about them tay laves, 
mother ? ' I says, * as ye were looking over 
a while back ? I saw ye through the winder/ 
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" ' Oh, then bad scran to me, for not 
putting the little book in it!' says she, 
quite calm and collected. 

" * And so,' says I, ' ye would sell me, 
body and soul, to old Anstey Casey — me, 
thinking I was kaping ye from poverty at 
that price, and all the time ye have a 
store ! ' 

" * 'Tis only a few pounds,' says she, ' for 
your wedding, and our burying.' 

" ' Lave the wedding and your burying to 
me/ says I, * and put the money out, where 
it ought to be, in stock and in young beasts, 
and seed potatoes, and phosphate manure 
— instead of hoarding it in a taypot, and 
making a poor mouth, and wringing the 
very heart out of your son's body ! ' 

'* Then she up and spake very bitter — 
and so I told her I was going off to Patsey 
Cairns in New York — ^and there we left it." 

"Oh, Denis!" gasped Mary, gazing at 
him with awestruck eyes — for the son who 
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defied such a formidable mother as Nan 
Hurley was a truly brave man ! 

"An* ye will wait for me, Mary darlin', 
and rU come home, plase God, and we will 
take the little brown house beyont, near the 
holy well, on the Tore mountain." 

"Whatever ye plase, Denis," she whis- 
pered almost inaudibly. 

" Then a kiss, since ye put it that way, 
would plase me, Mary." 

" Is it after Anstey ? " — pushing him back 
roughly. 

''I never kissed her, I'd as lief have 
kissed the ould golden aigle at Muckross ! " 

" Whist now ! Here's some one coming." 

Mary*s ears had not deceived her. There 
was a sound of high voices, rapid steps — and 
laughing, then a loud, bold double knock 
on the door. In an instant the amazed girl 
had admitted Miss O' Moore, bare-headed, 
and in full evening dress — pale yellow satin, 
with diamoi)ds in her hair, and an Eastern 
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furred wrap thrown over her shoulders. She 
was followed by Captain Elton, also in 
evening dress, also bare-headed, for it was 
a warm September night. 

"Well, Mary," said the young lady, ac- 
costing her gaily, "we heard about the 
fiddle, by the second post just before dinner, 
and we came straight off here afterwards 
to tell you the news — we could not wait ; " 
and she threw herself into a chair. 

"And sure. Miss Addie, there was no 
hurry at all, at all," protested Mary, eagerly. 

"The violin is very valuable, and it is 
sold." 

" Sold ; to think of that now ! Thank ye, 
miss, kindly." 

" Sold for two hundred and fifty pounds." 

A pause of twenty full seconds, and then — 

" Is it that old battered fiddle, as me father 
had for forty years ? Ah ! now, Miss Addie, 
ye were always full of your jokes — sure you 
are making game of me." 
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"I am not — ask Captain Elton here" — 
waving a dainty flashing hand in his 
direction. 

"Yes, Mary, upon my honour, I have a 
cheque up at the house for you for two 
hundred and fifty pounds, the price of the 
fiddle, and you can come and fetch it, and 
take it to the bank to-morrow morning/' 

" But, sure, sir, ye can't be in earnest — 
the fiddle would be dear at half-a-crown 1 " 

"That's all you knoW about it! The 
violin is by a celebrated Italian maker, and 
very valuable. The price of it will come in 
nicely for your fortune ; " and he looked 
significantly at Denis. 

" Father, father ! " screamed Mary, burst- 
ing into the room, " get up, and put on your 
duds, and come out, and hear the news." 

And old Joe, aroused from his first sleep, 
turned over in his bed, muttering angry 
ejaculations. 

" The fiddle is sold for a whole heap of 

F 
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money! Miss Addie says so — she's here. 
Come, hurry out, hurry out." 

In an astonishing time, for the words " a 
whole heap of money " had a magical effect, 
Joe tottered in among the company, rather 
sketchily attired, but blinking eagerly, and 
thoroughly wide awake. At first he abso- 
lutely refused to credit the evidence of his 
senses. 

" 'Tis draming I am still ! Is it hundreds 
of pounds for the old fiddle ? Ah, balder- 
dash ! wid respect to yer honor." 

" Hundreds for Mary's fortune," put in 
Miss O'Moore, impressively. "What will you 
do with it, Mary ? You have a great fortune." 

"And Mary can take her pick of every 
boy in Kerry now ! " supplemented Captain 
Eltoa 

Mary laughed, coloured violently, and 
glanced shyly at Denis, who had hitherto 
stood in the background, too stupefied for 
words. 



IN THE KINGDOM OF KERRY. 67 

" Well, if it's as you say/' said Joe, after 

a pause, " av coorse it's Mary's money, an' 

she can do as she likes wid it. I've enough 

for my wants ; and it's yourself. Miss Addie, 

has been a good ganius. Good luck attend 

you, and may you and your gentleman 

have the richest of blessings on earth and 

heaven, and by land or sea, and rest in 

glory ! " 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

As Miss O'Moore and her fiand hurried 
back to the big house, to round games, and 
nlusic, and less interesting company, the 
latter exclaimed — 

" Well, there's one happy family in Ireland 
to-night. ' The whole thing would have done 
for a play, and it was very nearly being a 
tragedy." 

"Cuthbert, you are always thinking of 
plays and theatricals ! " 

** But it was quite a drama in real life ! " he 
insisted. " First, there was Denis, who had 
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evidently come to make his peace, and who 
was on the eve of departure to a foreign land, 
to seek his own and Mary's fortune. You 
will not deny that? Enter, unexpectedly, 
another happy pair, who bring the said 
fortune in their hands! Finally, the aged 
parent appears upon the scene, accords his 
consent to a match between the long sepa- 
rated, but now united lovers, and calls down 
a fervent blessing on both young couples. 
Curtain^ 

The violin proved to be a rare discovery, 
a valuable Stradivarius, and was eagerly, 
nay, gratefully, purchased by an eminent 
violinist. He never tires of repeating its 
history — the story of its forty years' sojourn 
in the wilderness (that is to say, in an Irish 
cabin), its desecration by common, unskilled, 
and uncouth hands, its rendering of mere 
vulgar reels and jigs at weddings and 
wakes, its cobwebs, spiders, vicissitudes, and 
miseries ! But now it has been restored to 
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its former proud estate, his own beloved and 

ever-treasured exquisitely toned Stradivarius ! 

Nevertheless, of the real true story of that 

fiddle, its complacent owner is ignorant. 

He does not know — nor would he perhaps 

care to hear — that it had been the means 

of introducing extraordinary harmony into 

a family; of making two handsome young 

people happy for life. Yes, that same 

old, dusty, despised violin that had long 

hung silent on the wall of Joe Shanahan's 

cottage, and whose strains now entrance 

appreciative audiences in all the great 

capitals of Europe. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

" Bedad, it's well to be yees, with a grand 
fortune, in an old cracked fiddle ! " remarked 
Katty Kerwan, in a peevish tone, during an 
afternoon visitation. "And I hear as how 
a daler is tearing round the country, buying 
up every sort of ould musical instrument ! " 

" Is that so ? " rejoined Mary, composedly. 
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She was now stitching industriously at her 
own trousseau* 

" Yes, and it's all off with Anstey Casey 
and Denis, and he is going to take yoUy 
Mary, seeing you have now the biggest 
fortune ; " and she laughed — her little 
whinnying laugh. 

Mary coloured furiously, but took no 
further notice of this undeniably nasty 
speech. She could afford to be silent now. 

"And Fm told that Nanny Hurley was 
here herself on Sunday — no less — drawing 
down the match! Well, it is no trouble 
this time — not like before, when Denis was 
going six ways at wance, whenever he 
caught sight of Anstey Casey ! Still and 
all, he'd have had to marry her, whether 
he would or no, his mother being a most 
detarmined woman ; but, as luck would have 
it, ye see, she has changed her tune, and all 
along of your father's battered old fiddle." 
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" So sleeps the pride of former days." 

Moore. 

There are some localities on the north side 
of Dublin from which fashion has ebbed 
many years : rows of forlorn, melancholy 
mansions, that were formerly the town houses 
of the Irish aristocracy. Showy coaches- 
and-four once waited at their now battered, 
blistered doors, crowds of liveried servants 
trooped up and down their shallow stair- 
cases; their panelled reception-rooms saw 
many jovial dances, reckless card-parties, and 
ceremonious balls. These were in the good 
old days when the gentry lived at home 
and spent their money in Ireland — now it is 
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the last country in the world in which they 
would choose to reside. Gradually, almost 
imperceptibly, the neighbourhood, the street, 
began to what is called **go down';" one 
or two of the festive, red-faced old lords 
died, and their heirs promptly abandoned 
what they considered a gloomy barrack in 
a back slum in Dublin, and advertised it 
"to be let or sold." Professional people 
replaced the nobility and landed gentry ; 
after a long pause, these again found the 
neighbourhood too old-fashioned — too far 
behind the age ; the mansions too large to 
maintain with a small staff of servants — for 
they were built in the times when the 
wages and food of retainers were cheap. 
When those three terrible golden balls ap- 
peared over the door of what had once been 
the Earl of Mountpatrick's residence — a 
door accustomed to hatchments — then, in 
spite of temptingly low rents, the profes- 
sional tenants became scared, and fled the 
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locality to a man ; the next drop was to 
lodging-houses, then to cheap tenements, 
lastly to empty rooms and forlorn hearth- 
stones. The poor old houses were now 
merely so many dilapidated monuments of 
fallen greatness, with their shuttered windows 
and grimy shattered panes, their rusty rail- 
ings and cavernous areas — choked with piles 
of canisters, broken bottles, and all the loose 
paper that the dusty wind had scattered 
through the street. 

Rank "grass sprouted underneath the hall 
doors, the ragged children of the neighbour- 
hood held shops and weddings on their 
sunken steps. In the interior, the painted 
ceilings — some from the fair hand of Angelica 
Kaufmann — the sculptured mantel-pieces of 
Italian marble, the solid mahogany doors 
and richly carved balustrades — were ruth- 
lessly stripped years ago, and now adorn 
various upstart modern residences in Saxon 
England. One end of Dennis Street was 
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almost submerged ; the houses stood gloomy, 
blind, abandoned; their doors, as it were, 
closed for ever by the hand of pitiless decay. 
There were still a few tenements, notable 
for crowds of noisy, dirty children, and 
strings of ill-washed, ragged garments flutter- 
ing from their windows ; then came a dozen 
empty houses, flanked by a once palatial 
residence, which concluded that side of the 
thoroughfare. 

I lodge at the opposite comer; I am a 
young woman, a journalist — poor, single, self- 
supporting. I occupy what was once a 
magnificent drawing-room, with fine, stuccoed 
walls, carved cornices, and two superb white 
marble chimney-pieces — for this and attend- 
ance I pay the modest sum of six shillings 
a week. I have portioned] my residence 
into a complete suite of apartments ; in the 
middle is my sitting-room, which displays 
a square of carpet, a round table, and a 
couple of chairs ; my bedroom stands behind 
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a screen* In one of the windows is my 
office; here I have placed a big writing- 
table, a chair, a mat, the inevitable waste- 
paper basket, and here I work undisturbed. 
My outlook is on the big corner house, and 
as I pause, and meditate, and search for an 
elusive idea, I often stare interrogatively 
at the great blank windows opposite, and 
occasionally find myself wondering what has 
been the history of that splendid mansion ? — 
a nobleman's without doubt. 

One afternoon in December, as it was 
beginning to grow dusk, and I sat ponder- 
ing with the end of my penholder in my 
mouth, my gaze abstractedly fixed on the 
opposite hall door, I suddenly sat up and 
rubbed my eyes briskly. Was I dreaming, 
or did I behold that door opening ? Yes ; 
very gently, very gradually, and a little 
wizened old woman, wearing a black poke 
bonnet and shawl, and carrying a basket, 
emerged and tottered hastily down the steps. 
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She appeared bent and infirm, but neverthe- 
less hurried away at a good pace. I actually 
lost half an hour watching for her return ; 
the street lamps were lit when she arrived 
and let herself in, as it were, by stealth, but 
no single glimmer of light subsequently 
illuminated one of those nineteen windows. 

The next morning I cross-examined my 
landlady. I inquired if she " could tell me 
anj^hing about the house opposite?" and 
she, only too pleased to gossip, replied as 
she folded her arms : 

*' Oh, faix, then, it was a great house wance, 
the grandest for gaiety and squandering 
in the whole street ; it was Lord Kilmorna 
as owned it ; he had miles of estates in the 
west, and kep' royal style, outriders no less, 
but he spent all he had, and .died wretchedly 
poor — the family has dwindled out com- 
plately — not a soul, nor a sod, nor a stone be- 
longing to it ; unless the old house there, and 
that is in Chancery this forty year and more/' 
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" But are there not people living in it ? " 
I asked. 

" I can't rightly tell you, miss ; some will 
have it that it is haunted by a little old 
woman ; others say a caretaker lives some- 
where in the back, but Tm here this ten 
year, and I never saw no sign of her ; no 
food, nor coal ever goes near the place, so 
how could she keep body and soul together 
at all ? and forby that, the rats would ate 
her ! The door is never opened from year's 
end to year's end. Look at the grass, ye 
could feed a ^horse on them steps ! Sure, 
there is stories about every old house in the 
street — terrifying stories." 

" Are there, indeed — what sort of 
stories ? " 

" Of murders, and marriages, and duels, 
and hangings, and shootings, and gamblings, 

and runaway matches " she rattled off 

with extraordinary volubility. "They say 
of number thirteen, that a man gambled with 
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the ould wan himself — and for the price of 
his soul. Oh, you'd lose your life with fright 
at some of the tragedies they put out 
regarding the street. I don't believe them 
myself; anyway, the houses is chape, and 
well built, and will stand a thousand years 
yet.*' 

About a fortnight after this interview I 
was returning home from a weary and boot- 
less expedition. It was a wet, dark night 
as I got out of the nearest tram, and passing 
through a narrow street I stopped at a 
baker's to ^buy a cake for my frugal tea. 
An old woman stood at the counter, and I 
instantly recognized the bonnet and shawl 
from opposite. She was saying in a thin, 
tremulous voice : 

" Oh, Mrs. Bergin, I came out without my 
purse " 

" Faix, you are always doing that ! " was 
the brusque reply. 

" And if you would only trust me with a 
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loaf, until to-morrow, I would be so much 
obliged," she pleaded faintly. 

** Now, Miss Seager, I dare say you would 
indeed, and I'd be obliged if you'd pay me 
the bill that is running on here month in 
and month out. How do you think us poor 
people is to live at all — tell me that — if they 
have to keep supplying paupers for nothing ? 
and look at the poor rates ! *' 

'*I am very sorry, indeed," stammered a 
weak, quavering voice- — a lady's — "but we 
have been, disappointed in some payments 
due to us, we have, indeed, or you should 
have had your money long ago, and the very 
day we receive our remittances you shall be 
paid." 

" An' that will be Tibb's eve "—scornfully j 
'* live horse and you'll get grass ! Any- 
how, you'll get no more bread here — sorra a 
crumb." 

" Oh, Mrsr Bergin, just trust me — this 
once." 
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"Come, that's enough, and I can't be 
losing me whole day talking to beggars; 
why don't you go into the House ? " 

Could this be civil Mrs. Bergin, who 
always had a gay word for me ? — ^but, then, 
/ was a c^sh customer ! 

I caught a glimpse of the little, miserable, 
white face at the bottom of the black poke. 
Oh, what an expression of want, despair, 
famine ! 

On the impulse of the moment I spoke 
and said — 

"I understand that you have left your 
purse at home ; will you allow me to be your 
banker for the present; I think we are 
neighbours. I live just opposite you — at 
Number 17 — and you can repay me when 
you please," and I offered her half a crown. 

" I have no change," she faltered, almost 
in tears. Oh, it's too much to borrow — I 

may • " And she paused, struggling with 

emotion. 
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" You'll never see it again, miss, and so I 
tell you,'' volunteered Mrs. Bergin, as she 
picked out a yesterday's twopenny loaf. 

" I will pay you, indeed I will," resumed 
the old lady in a firmer voice. " Mrs. 
Bergin, I will take a stale twopenny, a 
pound of oatmeal, and three rusks.'* 

As she turned to choose them, I nodded 
good night, and stepped out once more into 
the dark street 

Two days later Mrs. Grogan flung open 
the door of my suite^ saying, as she wiped 
the suds from her bare red arms : 

" A person to see you, miss," and the old 
lady from opposite shuffled into the foom. 
She was shrunken, small, frail, and oh, so 
shabby ! How her shawl was held together 
by dafns, her thin shoes patched, her gloves 
(odd ones), I refrain from describing these, 
for they represented the very last gasp of 
expiring gentility. 

"I brought you the money you kindly 
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advanced me," she said, tendering the half- 
crown, which was neatly wrapped in paper, 
" and I am vastly obliged to you.*' 

" Won't you sit down ? " I said, offering 
her my one spare seat. 

" I am much obliged to you," she reiterated 
in a formal manner, " but I never pay calls 
now ; we — don't visit ; I only just stepped 

across " She hesitated. I saw her 

wandering eye fixed on my fat brown tea- 
pot, and instantly — guiltily — withdrawn. 
That timid glance had told a tale ! I was 
determined to take no denial — accept no 
excuse. 

"You must stay and have a cup of tea 
with me," I urged. " Indeed, I shall be quite 
hurt if you decline. I am so lonely — it will 
be a great favour if you remain and keep me 
company. See, my tea-pot is on the hob." 

" Well — really — since you are so pressing," 
she murmured, slowly seating herself, and 
proceeding to draw off her gloves — a pro- 
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ceeding which demanded the most cautious 
manipulation. I noticed her hands — they 
were beautifully shaped, but emaciated and 
worn with hard, coarse work, precisely like 
the hands of a charwoman ! 

" Let me see," she said, looking about her 
with a familiar air. "It is fifty years since 
I was in this drawing-room — not since the 
old judge's time. He was a great wit, and 
a great card-player." 

" There have been changes in the neigh- 
bourhood since then, have there not ? " I 
remarked. 

" Changes ! Indeed, you may well say so ! 
and I have seen them, I recollect when six 
titled people lived in this very street. I am 
close on ninety — too old, my dear ! I hope 
you may never live to such an inhuman age 
— and I hope it in all kindness." 

Ninety! Yes, her face was wrinkled 
beyond anything imaginable — a wrinkle for 
a year— but the features were refined, not to 
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say aristocratic, and her eyes were bright 
and animated. I made haste to pour her 
out a good cup of tea, and handed her some 
buttered toast (my own especial luxury). 
How she relished the tea, poor old soul! 
With what tremulous avidity she put it to 
her lips, and swallowed every drop ! Surely 
it was months since she had tasted the 
woman's comforter and friend. A second cup 
had the effect of loosening her tongue and 
thawing her heart completely. 

" My childie, you are very good to me/' 
she said, with a timid smile. " Have you no 
one belonging to you, and how long have 
you lived here ? " 

*' I have lived here more than a year. I 
have no relations in this country, but I have 
a brother in Australia, who is married." 

"And why do you live here, dearie, in 
God-forgotten Dennis Street ? " 

"Because it suits my purse/' I frankly 
replied. " I am very poor." 
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"Poor?" — with a queer little laugh, 
" Darling child, I don't suppose you know 
what poverty means! How do you pass 
your time ? " 

" I work for my living ; I write for 
magazines and papers." 

"You write! Well, times are altered! 
In my young days, people would have been 
shocked to see a personable young woman 
living alone, and writing for the papers. 
You have seen better days, dear ? " 

" No, not much better," I candidly replied. 
" My father was a poor curate ; he had a 
hundred and twenty pounds a year, and no 
private means. There was my mother, my 
brother, and myself — it was not much, when 
my brother had to be educated and put out 
in the world." 

" No — ^and where did you live ? *' 

" At Carra, in the West." 

"Ah, the West, with its seas and sun- 
sets!"— and her old eyes glowed. "I was 
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reared out there, before your father was 
born. / have seen better days — carriages 
and outriders, liveried servants, a pack of 
hounds, why, we burned wax candles in the 
kitchen, and kept eleven gardeners. But 
I'm sure you think I'm a doddering old idiot 
to talk like this ! Well, we have come down 
in the world sadly — Ann and I — Lady Ann 

—and I Yes," lowering her voice, *' she 

is my first cousin; we were always like 
sisters ; we live in the house opposite. Don't 
breathe it, dear, but we have been there 
this five years. We keep as quiet as mice. 
It is the old family town house, and we may 
as well be there as anywhere, no one wants 
it. Hush ! and I'll whisper it. Lady Ann's 
father was the Earl of Kilmorna. My 
father was his brother — I am his niece, 
Lucinda Seager. Now," drawing herself 
up, "who would think it? We two old 
bodies are the last of the line. The earl, 
my uncle, kept great state, even when he 
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was a ruined man. His son gambled and 
drank — and — died abroad — imbecile. Ann 
was never what you might call bright ; she 
had a moderate fortune, and she and I lived 
in a small way out West. We had a neat 
little place too, and nice neighbours, and 
Ann was made a good deal of. However, 
troubles came; our small investments were 
swept away ; and whilst we travelled to 
Dublin, to see about them, our belongings 
were seized and sold up, and we were 
ashamed to go back. We had a few pounds 
left, and some old heirlooms, and we stayed 
in town until we — we had no money at all, 
and then we came and crept into the old 
house ; we had the keys, you see, and we 
pretend that we are dead. Oh, God 

Almighty knows I wish we were " And 

she broke down and sobbed — hard, chill, 
tearless sobs. 

It is the saddest thing in the world to see 
an old woman cry ! 
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" We have no income at all," she resumed, 
" only eleven pounds a year — interest in the 
funds ; it dies with me ; but with medicine 
and food, and firing, it does not go far." 

" Have you no friends ? " I inquired, 
somewhat timidly. 

" No one — ^we have outlived them all ; 
you see, dear, it is not always a blessing to 
grow old." 

" The clergyman," I suggested, almost in 
a whisper. 

"Do you think we would let any one know 
that Lady Ann, an earl's daughter, was brought 
so low ? Ann is proud, oh, terribly proud ! 
She has a few things that, if she would only 
part with them, would fetch money, but she 
says she will have them buried in her coffin." 

" Can you not persuade her to dispose of 
them ? " 

" Fve tried and tried times and again, but 
it's no use. My things went long ago ; but 
she has an old gold watch and chain, a silver 
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bowl, and spoons and forks, some lace and 
pearls, but what is the good of thinking of 
them, dear ? She would give them to a 
friend, with a heart and a half, but would 
never take money for them, neven She 
would die sooner than sell them." 

" And I suppose you have no books, or 
papers, or flowers, or anything, and rarely 
go out ? " 

'* Books, papers ! My child, I haven't 
seen one for months. The world is as dead 
to us as we are to the world ; as to flowers, 
I almost forget the look of them, and, oh ! we 
were so fond of them, and had such a lovely 
little garden ! All our time is spent in trying 
to sleep, to keep ourselves warm, and to 
obtain a little food; and we go over old 
days in the dark, by the hour. I think the 
thought of what we once were, keeps life in 
us still.'' 

" Have no letters ever come to you ? '' 

" One or two, but we always sent them 
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to the dead letter office. We could not, for 
shame's sake, let people dream we had fallen 
so low — and two penniless old women are 
soon forgotten. Now you know our secret. 
Your kind face, and your warm hospitality, 
have opened my lips, and" — rising as she 
spoke — " I must go, with a thousand thanks." 

" If you would like my paper any day," 
I said, '' you are most welcome to it." 

" Oh yes, if you would slip it in the letter- 
box, after dark, what a pleasure it would 
give us ! " 

" And here is a Graphic you can take and 
keep, and I am sure I can send you over 
some books." 

" Oh, you are far too good, too good ! I 
am ashamed to be under such obligations to 
you. God bless you!" And she tottered 
downstairs, and across the street 

About a week later, I received a three- 
cornered note, written on a half-sheet of 
yellow paper ; it proved to be an invitation 
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— a rare occurrence for me — and ran as 
follows : — 

" Lady Ann and Miss Lucinda Seager 
request the pleasure of Miss Smith's com- 
pany at tea at six o'clock, at 75 Dennis 
Street." 

Could I believe my eyes ? Of course, I 
would accept with pleasure. At six o'clock 
to the second, I went over and rang the 
bell ; how rusty it was, and stiff ! I heard 
it clanging and echoing through the empty 
house, and then feeble steps coming slowly 
along a passage. 

Presently the door was opened by Miss 
Lucinda, with a dip-candle in her hand. 
She beamed upon me as she said — 

" I coaxed her to dispose of one or two 
small things, and we are better off now^ 
She's in the library." 

Miss Lucinda ushered me across a hall 
(out of which rose a ghostly stone stair- 
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case)i along a corridor, and into an immense 
back room, extremely lofty. There was a 
candle, a tiny fire, a sofa, a little furni- 
ture, and, in a very imposing chair, an im- 
posing old lady — thin, fragile, dignified, and 
considerably younger than my acquaint- 
ance. She wore a priceless yellow lace 
scarf over an exceedingly shabby old gown. 
Tea was laid on a small table, with a news- 
paper for cloth ; I noticed a sixpenny cake 
and some dry toast. 

" My cousin has mentioned you to me,^* 
said Lady Ann, "and I thought I should 
like to make your acquaintance, and thank 
you for the papers" — with an air of easy 
patronage. "You have given us great 
entertainment. We are two lonely gentle- 
women who live quite out of the world. 
Lucinda '* — ^peremptorily — " you can make 
the tea." 

Lucinda was evidently her cousin's slave. 
She waited on Lady Ann as if she was a queen, 
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and attended to all her observations, with 
what seemed to me unreasonable deference. 
Lady Ann did the honours as if presiding. 
at a royal banquet, whilst we sipped our tea 
and nibbled at our stale sponge-cake. She 
prattled incessantly, and I feasted my eyes 
on the massive old snuffers and spoons, also 
on a superbly embossed jug and sugar-bowl. 
Why, the silver on the table was probably 
worth forty shillings an ounce, and these 
proud people preferred to starve rather than 
part with the family heirlooms. Then, as 
we drew round the scanty fire, they began 
to ply me with eager questions. The two 
shrill old voices often rose simultaneously 
on either hand, demanding news of the outer 
world. What had become of the Roxcrofts ? 
Was her ladyship dead? Had Marion 
Lascelles married ? Who lived in Grand- 
more Casde? Who won the great Lynch 
law-suit, and who had come in for old Sir 
Corrie's money ? I could not answer half 
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of these interrogations. I was, however, 
able to impart many items of more general 
news. Royal weddings, deaths, births, of 
wars, new inventions, new literary lights, 
ay, and new fashions. I discoursed for the 
best part of an hour and gradually unfolded 
the latest intelligence of the present day, whilst 
they, on their part, recalled many stories of 
the past. How I longed for a note-book or 
a good memory ! I heard all particulars of 
the grand ball that had been given in the 
house on Lady Ann's sixteenth birthday ; of 
the routs and dinners among their own set ; 
of the runaway match from number twenty* 
two, and the duel fought with small swords 
at number five. 

This was not my last visit by any meansi 
I went over to see my old ladies about once 
a week (not to tea). Generally there was 
a fire — always a dip-candle. I was per- 
mitted to explore the house. I shudder 
now, when I recall the ghostly double 
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drawing-room, with an immense mirror, 
casting weird reflections — a fixture in the 
wall. I shiver when I think of the vast 
enipty rooms, the dark passages and mys- 
terious powder closets, the awful under- 
ground regions, the dripping damp kitchens, 
the crumbling stables, and the decaying 
pear-tree, that in a storm sullenly lashed 
itself against the library windows, as much 
as to say, " Let me come in." 

Ultimately I became a favourite with 
Lady Ann. I brought her news, books, 
and papers — she had marvellous sight. I 
also ventured to present her with fruit, a 
down cushion, knitted mittens, and a shawl. 
These she accepted with an air of lofty 
condescension, that had a humbling effect 
on me ; however, that she did accept them 
was satisfactory, even though I was sensible 
that every additional unworthy offering was 
an additional liberty. 

One afternoon I noticed an air of myste- 

H 
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rious importance in Miss Lucinda's manner 
as she admitted me. 

*' Ann wants to see you particularly/' she 
said. "This is her birthday — her eighty- 
fourthy and she is giving herself a little 
treat." 

This little treat, I was soon made aware, 
was to take the form of a presentation to me. 

"My dear Jessie," said Lady Ann, em- 
bracing me. "We want to make you a 
trifling present in honour of the day — it is 
the only pleasure that it Is now in our power 
to enjoy. Here is my birthday gift," hand- 
ing me a good-sized, untidy paper parcel, 
containing some hard substance. "It be- 
longed to my grandfather — Louis XVL 
gave it to him — and I present it to you." 

I opened the package carefully, and dis- 
covered the silver jug — richly worked, and 
embossed with lilies and the royal arms of 
France. Miss Lucinda had evidently given 
it a polish for the occasion. 
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My first impuke was to return it on the 
spot, but second thoughts prevailed, and I 
kissed Lady Ann, and offered her my 
warmest thanks. "It was ten thousand 
times too good of her,'* I declared, " and I 
valued it more than I could express." 

But Miss Lucinda and I subsequently 
conferred together on the subject in the 
cold outer hall. "Of course I don't mean 
to keep it. I shall get a great price for it, 
and bring you the money," I whispered 
eagerly. 

*' Of course yOu will keep it,*' cried Miss 
Lucinda. " It's not as if we had any heirs. 
I was delighted when she thought of it 
She can*t bear being under a compliment, 
and, besides, she is so fond of you. Kilmorna 
always used it for his punch — for the hot 
water. It's a haiidsome jug." 

" It is. Nevertheless I intend to dispose 
of it as I have said." 

" And is thit how you treat our present ? 
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Are we fallen so low that you'd sell our 
little gift and give us back the money in 
charity." And she burst out crying. 

"Now, Miss Lucinda — my dear Miss 
Lucinda," I pleaded, putting my arm round 
her neck. "I look to you to be sensible. 
Lady Ann is simply wickedly generous. 
You both want, oh so many things, and you 
have suffered so much — so much " 

" God Almighty only knows how much ! " 
she sobbed. 

"And whilst you have no blankets, no 
fire, and scarcely food. Lady Ann gives an 
heirloom to a stranger that is worth fifty 
pounds ! If I may not have my own way, 
I shall take it back to her this instant. 
Now, dear Miss Lucinda," I coaxed, "be 
Reasonable ; you shall give me some little 
gift, but I would be a mean, dishonourable> 
abominable wretch — if I accepted the Louis 
Seize jug." 

It took a long time to convince Miss 



% 



OLD LADY ANN. loi 

Lucinda. We stood and argued face to 
face for twenty minutes in that vault-like 
hall. In the end I conquered, and she re- 
lented; and in the course of a week I 
brought her by stealth no less a sum than 
thirty pounds. I had hoped for more, but 
to Miss Lucinda it seemed a fortune. 

" How am I to account for it ? " she de- 
manded. " Just think of all the lies I must 
tell ! What am I to say ? She knows I have 
only ninepence in the whole wide world.*' 

"Say it's restitution money!'* was my 
glib reply. "And so it is. I am restoring 
you your own." 

"Well, childie, 'tis you that are clever! 
I'd never have thought of that — and it's no 
lie. Many and many a twenty pound was 
clipped from us in the old days, and we 
never missed it. Ann will easily credit that 
the priests, or people's own consciences, have 
worked on them, and they have sent us back 
our own." 
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Luckily for me, Lady Ann proved easily 
deceived, and received the restitution money 
with sobs of delight. I now learnt that she 
was a true Kilmorna. If she had had her 
will, that thirty pound would have been 
squandered in three days. She talked of 
black silk dresses, of papering and painting 
the house, and a box at the theatre ! 

I really began to fear that the money had 
turned her poor brain, till Miss Lucinda 
assured me privately "that Ann had very 
extravagant ideas, and as long as she was 
mistress of one shilling, she was always 
ready to lay out a thousand." 

Miss Seager and I made a joint expedition 
to the shops on the strength of that same 
restitution money. We invested in a cheap 
screen, as a shelter from draughts from the 
door. We honourably paid the baker. We 
laid in no less than a whole ton of coals. 
We also purchased a square of drugget, a 
lamp, a table-cover, blankets, tinned soups. 
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tea, candles, and various other luxuries. In 
the course of time — that is to say within the 
space of twelve months — I had been affec- 
tionately endowed with a lace scarf, a gold 
repeater, six two-pronged forks, and a set 
of seals ; and my two old ladies — thanks to 
restitution money — were in comparatively 
affluent circumstances. 

Mrs. Grogan, my landlady, "could not 
make out of what sort of a fancy," as she 
expressed it, " I had taken to the old beggar 
of a caretaker, who, it appeared after all, 
did live opposite ; " but I neither noticed her 
hints, nor gratified her curiosity. 

"Ann loves you," Miss Seager assured 
me ; "but you must never breathe our secret 
to a soul — the mere idea of such a thing, 
the hint you gave her of writnig to our 
lawyer, nearly brought on a paralytic stroke. 
We can do finely now. I have what will 
carry me on for many months, and in great 
style. We can afford a bit of meat some- 
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times — I toast it at the fire on a fork — and 
eggs, and soups, and port wine ; and it's all 
thanks to you, dear, and your cunning resti- 
tutions. The old pearls, and her mother's 
rings, and miniature, and a rose diamond 
brooch, are almost all Ann has left ; and she 
will never give them away, not even to you, 
whilst the breath is in her ; but they are be- 
queathed to you in her will. There are still 
the spoons, and we can live on them for a 
good while, if they fetch the same fine prices, 
dear. Now that money is off my mind, there 
is another load on my heart, and it frightens 
me. If I was to die — and I'm ninety-one, 
and a wonder for my age — what will happen 
to Ann ? Who is to cook for her, and do 
for her, keep her in spirits and company, and 
care for her ? It — ^will have to be— ^^^." 
And she nodded her head at me with solemn 
emphasis. " Look now what a burden you 
have brought on yourself, and all through 
lending me half a crown ! Well, my heart, 
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God in heaven will have it all in store for 
you for what you have been — and done, for 
two poor old women." 

« « « « « 

A few days after this conversation, I un- 
expectedly found myself on board one of the 
Orient line, en route for Australia. My 
brother's wife was dead, and he had tele- 
graphed for me to come to him immediately. 
That startling little slip of pink paper, how 
suddenly it had changed my life, and my 
plans ! 

I remained eighteen months in the Anti- 
podes, nursing my brother through a tedious 
illness. After his death, I turned my face 
homewards, with his little orphan girl to 
whom I was guardian. I was no longer a 
poor journalist. I need not work for my 
daily bread, nor live in such a "low" 
quarter as "Dennis Street." I was an 
heiress now. 

I had written to my two old ladies, to a 
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prearranged address, but received no reply. 
This, however, caused me no uneasiness. I 
knew that they feared discovery and the 
postman, and had suffered their art of letter- 
writing to be lost The morning I arrived 
in Dublin, my very first visit was to them. 
I walked from the tram, straight to number 
seventy-five, and knocked and rang — no 
answer — saving the echoes. Knock, knock, 
knock— dead silence— an oppressive, expres- 
sive silence. Then I repaired to my old 
quarters, and interviewed Mrs. Grogan. 
After a warm and effusive reception — 

" So you are looking for those old people, 
are you ? Oh !" she said, **sure, they are 
both dead — the creatures ! " 

" Both dead ! " I repeated incredulously. 

" Why, yes ; the little old woman was run 
over by a car, and taken to Jervis Street 
Hospital. She was terribly anxious about 
a hand-bag she had with her — she said it 
was full of valuables^ — pearls and rings ; but 
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the deuce a bit of it was to be found — if she 
ever had it ; and she was in an awful state 
about her. cousin, Lady Ann, who lived over 
here in this street. They thought the poor 
old body was raving mad ; but anyhow she 
died, calling with her last breath for Lady 
Ann! 

**Some people suspicioned there might 
be something in what she said, and looked 
up the house after a couple of days, and 
found there, sure enough, an aged woman, 
starving and crazy. She declared she was 
Lady Ann — a queer sort of Lady Ann! 
There was nothing to eat, nor a sign of a 
copper in the place, and as she had no one ^4ai 

owning her, they just took her off to the 
union. She was raging; and went scream- 
ing through the streets that she was an 
earl's daughter! but sure no one minded 
her, the poor, unfortunate, cracked creature ! 
They put her in the infirmary, she was so 
miserable and feeble, not fit to scrub or to 
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do a hand's turn. They were kind folks, 
and humoured the bothered old beggar, and 
called her * your ladyship,' for that was the 
only thing that seemed to ease her mind 
at all. She died about six weeks ago, and 
was buried as a pauper — old Lady Ann ! " 
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'* The ruling passion, be it what it will, 
The ruling passion conquers reason still." 

Pope. 

** Who's to have these ? " inquired the lady 
visitor of an outside ragged-school in Dublin ; 
and as she spoke, she held aloft a pair of 
exceedingly neat, brown, laced boots. Forty 
eager faces were raised to them approv- 
ingly, there was a breathless silence for the 
space of half a minute, and then a voice 
rejoined — • 

"There's Joe Fagin. No, he'd be too 
big ; an Davy Mooney — augh, sure I forgot 
the unfortunate gorsoon has but one foot, 
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and there's no call to be wasting a boot! 
Well, then, Tim Brady, they'd be about his 
size, and Tim has been living pretty well in 
the back. Come here to me, Tim." 

Tim, blushing, ragged, and barefooted, 
rose and stepped forth from a crowded form, 
his eyes wistfoUy fastened on the prize, and 
shining with expectation. 

They were beautiful dark-blue eyes, with 
curling black lashes, and put in, as they say 
in Ireland, " with a dirty ifinger " — but for 
that matter, dirty fingers appeared to have 
arranged every feature in Tim's small pallid 
face. He was a pretty, slight, genteel- 
looking boy, surprisingly undersized for his 
age (ten years), dressed in a greasy velveteen 
jacket, pinned across him, and wide open 
at the neck, not to say dicolleUj and a paii* 
of corduroy trousers that were held together 
by a bold scheme of patches. 

The boots that were to be worn with this 
attire were real Russia leather (Bond Street 
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make), a misfit for some wealthy child. 
Such boots had never been seen in the 
school, although many curious and incon- 
gruous articles had found their way thither. 
Startling, indeed, were some of the contents 
of the parcels of cast-off garments — a pink 
satin ball dress, a yellow domino, a mess 
jacket, and a solar topee had each in their 
turn awakened pangs of envy and amaze- 
ment. At the present moment every eye 
was concentrated on Tim Brady, and Tim's 
gaze was centred on the brown boots. 
When they were held towards him, he seized 
upon them with such tremulous eagerness 
that he let one fall. He was scarlet and 
speechless between pride and confusion. 

" Whether can't ye say ' thank ye,' ye good- 
for-nothing, mannerless bosthoon ? " de- 
manded the monitress, indignantly. " Can't 
ye get it out of yer mouth nohow ? " 

" Thank ye," he stammered, without even 
raising his eyes. Then, clasping his treasures 

I 
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tightly in his armSi he hurried out to the 
entry, and sat down on the lower step of 
the outer stair, to taste the supreme joy of 
trying on. Yes, they might have been made 
for him ; the boots were just his size ! 

As he stretched his feet out before him, 
and surveyed them with a beaming and 
complacent countenance, a tall, ragged boy, 
who leant against the wall with his hands in 
his pockets (two holes so called), remarked — 

" Faix an they are an elegant fit entirely, 
Tim. Wait till yer mother gets a hold of 
them; they'll be the price of a fine drink 
for herself and yer gran " 

"Oh!" — and an expression of pitiable 
dismay settled down on Tim's half-starved 
face — " Oh, begor, and so they will. Patsey 
Lynch, yer a clever wan ; can ye tell me 
what will I do at all, at all ? " 

" Don't let them have sight, or light, av 
them is my advice ; ye lave them hid some- 
where hereabouts, and wear them in school 
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— better that than not getting wearing them 
anywhere / " 

Patsey — an incipient " comer boy/' a sharp, 
idle scapegrace — was in a way Tim's patron, 
and though he occasionally kicked him and 
knocked him about, he objected to others 
sharing that privilege, for all the world was 
well aware that "Tim the wheel" got bad 
enough " tratement " from his own people — in 
Curran's Rents. 

Patsey's wise counsel was promptly adopted 
— ^the boots were carefully wrapped in a 
large piece of blotting-paper (stolen), and 
secreted in a hole in the wall every day after 
school hours, their owner returning home 
barefoot. However, he wore the boots as 
he repeated his lessons, and keeping his 
eyes fixed on their beauty, apparently drew 
from them inspiration and intelligence. Had 
he known French, surely his motto would 
have been cipropos des dottes. In play hours 
they furnished him with confidence and self- 
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respect ; he could kick (and huri) now, and 
he so pleased ; but Tim was not a warlike 
urchin. Of his own accord, he daily washed 
his head and hands^ and he obtained a new 
pair of trousers — ^whole, if somewhat shrunken 
— in exchange for a railway rug dropped off 
a car. In short, he endeavoured to live up 
to his extremities ; his boots were the making 
of Tim Brady. On Sundays only were they 
exhibited in public, and it was a joke among 
his friends that Tim attended first Mass at 
Marborough Street Chapel, and subsequently 
paraded O'Connell's Bridge solely in order 
to display his possessions; and it was but 
few that he deemed worthy to accompany 
the wearer of such a pair. The boots even 
influenced his life at home ; he clamoured 
for a piece of soap, he objected to share his 
lair with casual rabbits, and he had become 
quite extravagant in the matter of clean 
water. His mother could not ''suspicion" 
what ailed him, and said over and over to 



> 
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her neighbours that "in troth Tim was 
striving hard to be a gentleman, and she 
could not make out what ever had come to 
him, unless the head of him was not right" 

Mrs. Brady, and her mother, Mrs. Cor- 
coran, lived in a tenement house in the 
Black Pits, where they were both known as 
"heavy drinkers," and spent most of their 
leisure hours brawling bare-armed, and 
holding excited personal discussions at the 
street corner; and were frequently to be 
met, coming out of the Three Pikes, wiping 
their mouths on the backs of their hands, ^ 
the door swung behind them. Mrs. Cor- 
coran was a shrivelled, wrinkled old hag, 
whose pale, respectable countenance — a most 
deceitful countenance — brought her in a 
revenue of from eight to twelve shillings a 
week. She was the miserable old widow, 
in a thin black shawl, who carried a glass 
dish in her hand to baffle the police, and 
whose low-voiced, agonized appeals had 
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wrung not a few half-crowns from tender- 
hearted ladies. Indeed, it was on record, 
that one charitable dame was so unex- 
pectedly "touched," that, having but little 
money with her, she rang at a friend's door 
and borrowed a sovereign from the butler, 
in order to bestow it on the poor decent 
widow "who had lost her husband off a 
ladder, and her two fine sons at sea, and 
had not one soul in God's wide world 
belonging to her." Practice made perfect. 
Mrs. Corcoran had, moreover, a valuable 
dramatic instinct, and, solely on these occa- 
sions, a nice address. Therefore she begged 
with extraordinary success (it was her mdtier)^ 
and prospered. Her only child, Mrs. Julia 
Brady, had been a soldier's wife — not 
married on the strength. She was a power- 
fully built, stout woman, with a shiny red 
face, bold black eyes, and the owner of a 
tongue that had no rival, no, not even in 
the Black Pits. She supported herself by 
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rabbits and charing, and bragged that ** she 
could earn her dinner and half a crown a 
day, when in the humour." Mrs. Brady 
generally wore a black skirt (one of a series), 
a dirty, red flannel body, and a large, checked 
apron — an apron so commodious, that it 
once concealed a pair of blankets and a 
frying-pan. Her treatment of Tim was 
notable for alternate spells of fondness and 
ferocity — unfortunately the former was of 
rare occurrence. Tim evidently resembled 
his late father, Pat Brady, who (mercifully 
for himself) had died youngt His home 
was on the third floor back of a tenement, 
once a fine mansion; now its area was 
boarded in — to keep down the rats — its 
worn doorstep was level with the pavement. 
The interior was the filthy abode of 
various idle, good-for-nothing slatterns, some 
of whom pawned their husband's Sunday 
clothes regularly every Monday ; and might 
often be seen, with half-naked infants in 
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their arms, shouting, and beating with bare 
hands upon the doors of public-houses, 
after hours. 

Mrs. Brady's back room, with its never- 
opened window, contained a wooden bed on 
three legs and a precarious support of Brick, 
a table, two chairs, a kettle, a few plates and 
cups, and an ancient piano-stool — screwed up 
into, as it were, a note of interrogation — and 
evidently much surprised at its company. 
There was also a heap of shavings for Tim's 
couch, and a quantity of rabbits, who lived in 
candle-boxes, canisters, or at large. Poor 
Tim ! The boots, paradoxical as it sounds, 
had put ideas into his head. He indulged in 
a wild dream of a pair of socks, had visions 
of a whole, clean shirt, and angrily turned 
the rabbits out of his bed — save one, a black- 
and-white doe, an ancient friend. Tim was 
making progress at school ; his teacher was 
pleased with him, but the boys in his 
division began to mutter among themselves, 
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that " Tim was getting too stuck-up entirely 
— what between being in the third book, and 
his beautiful boots *' 

Their criticisms were merely seasoned 
with envy — it remained, alas ! for a girl to 
supply the hatred and malice. The simple 
cause of their envy was this : many articles 
of clothing were delivered, and distributed 
among the children; but for the most part 
these gifts went straight to the pawn-office, 
and thence to the public-house ; and the 
fact of Tim Brady retaining and wearing 
his boots week after week, was a source of 
many not unnatural heart-burnings. It was, 
in the end, a small piece of slate-pencil 
which led to his undoing. 

He furiously disputed its possession with 
one Biddy Rogan — a girl of twelve, who 
lived on his own staircase — and the quarrel 
ran high. Biddy modelled her language on 
that of her fellow-lodgers. 

Tim retaliated by calling her a red-headed 
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skin-the-goat, and that ugly, that if she was 
to stand in a field no crow would come 
within a mile of her, and Bob Connolly 
said so. Biddy Rogan was excessively 
sensitive about her hair, and as vain as 
she was ill-favoured. She glared at him 
in silence, her nostrils widely distended, her 
face working with passion, her hands sud- 
denly clenched. Could Bob Connolly have 
said it. ^ No, it was a He. Anyway she 
would pay out Tim Brady, and that in 
style. 

"Just you wait, my boyl" she gobbled 
in a choked voice. "Just you wait!^' and 
wrapping her arms tightly in her pinafore— 
a certain sign of strong emotion — she turned 
on her heel and stalked off. 

His betrayal took place that self-same 
afternoon, and in this fashion : 

Mrs. Brady was seated on — and blocking 
up — the. bottom step of the stairs ; she was 
resting her elbows on her knees, her chin 
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in her hands, and looking both sodden and 
sullen. Money was short. 

Biddy, who was descending, sidled timidly 
towards her; secretly she feared this big, black- 
browed woman, who was known to have a 
heavy arm, and enjoyed the reputation of 
having given a policeman a " cruel mauling." 
Mrs. Brady moved aside, about the space of 
two inches, in order to allow the girl to pass ; 
but instead of passing, Biddy paused, and 
remarked, in her most conciliatory key — 

" Well, an isn't them the grand boots of 
Tim's, Mrs. Brady ! " 

" What boots, ye snipe - faced toad } " 
grunted the matron, looking up from under 
her thick eyebrows. 

** Why, them elegant Russia leather pair, 
as was give him a long while back. Ye got 
a lovely smell off av them " 

" Sight nor smell, sorra wan of me knows 
about them ! " 

"Faix then, every wan at school knows 
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them well, and can't help it ; he is that 
proud, he has his feet stuck in every wan's 
road! Maybe it's too fine they are for 
Curran's Rents'; " and she giggled. 

" The nasty little savage brat, that never 
let on to his own mother!" burst out 
Mrs. Brady; "and tell me, dear, are they 
any sort of good at all ? " And she raised 
herself from her crouching posture, and sat 
erect. 

" Good is it ! They are good for a pound 
at laste, over at Cohen's. They must have 
cost a power of money — they are raal 
Russia leather, same as that purse — you — you 
—found." 

" By the powers of Moll Kelly, what sort 
of talk is this ye are telling me ? " — struggling 
heavily to her feet. 

" It's true, Mrs. Brady dear " — with an air 
S)f conscious virtue. 

"And how will I ever get a hoult of 
them? I don't like this little ingenuity at 
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all; It's too cute Tim is growing entirely, 
and just the very spit of his father ! How 
can I circumvent him, Biddy darlin' ? " 

"Oh, I lave that to yourself, Mrs. Brady; 
but the boots is worth a sovereign." 

"A sovereign! and me that hasn't had 
the feel of that much money in me hand 
wance in ten years. Say nothing, me jewel ; 
I'll give you threepence for yourself, and I'll 
squeeze the boots out av him yet ! " And she 
nodded her head so impressively that her 
great shock of hair shook like a mop. " Oh, 
the desateful, upsetting little baste! Now 
I see what he was afther, as clear as print — 
coaxing for a pair of socks ! Wance I get 
the boots off av him, I'll tache him — I'll 
massacree him ! " 

Biddy Rogan grinned back approval, and 
confident that she could not have placed 
her revenge in better hands, skipped out 
into the street well pleased. Here almost 
the first person she met was Tim himself. 
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walking with great precaution, and carrying 
something in a jug. 

"Ye little double-faced fox, where's yer 
boots — yah!" and she danced round and 
round him— did he but know it,' a dance 
of triumph and death ! 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Brady slowly turned the 
information over in her mind, with the dull 
devilry of a heavy, yet cunning nature. She 
was almost affectionate to Tim that evening, 
and he fared sumptuously on cow-heel, a 
taste of porter, and the end of a loaf. The 
very next morning, old Mrs. Corcoran burst 
into the school, right in the middle of the 
spelling lesson. 

"Timothy Brady!" she screeched; "and 
where's our Tim, at all, at all ? " 

Tim was at the top of his class, wearing 
his boots with his usual complacency. 

" Tim, boy, yer mother is dying ! " shrieked 
the beldame, with frenzy in her eyes, and 
her scanty white locks all adrift. " Come off 
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at wance ; she is on the last, and the priest 
sent for." 

" How ? What has happened ? Has she 
met with an accident ? " asked the teacher ; 
*' just wait a moment, and explain." 

But all the answer she could obtain was 
a hearty curse — "And would ye keep the 
poor child from his dying mother, ye un- 
natural nagress?" And the old woman 
departed in hot haste, dragging her whim- 
pering grandson in her train. 

At four o'clock that afternoon Tim's 
teacher called round in Curran's Passage to 
inquire for Mrs. Brady. 

She discovered Tim sitting on the door- 
step, barefooted, his white face streaked 
with dirty tears, a truly woe-begone, ragged, 
snivelling little gutter boy. He had lost his 
self-esteem; it had departed with his boots. 

** How is your mother, Tim ? " inquired 
the visitor. 
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"She's finely," he sobbed, burying his 
head on his knees. 

"But I thought she was dying this 
morning ? " 

"Only dying for a sup of whisky/' put in 
Pat, who lounged against the rails. " She's 
drinking his boots now " — ^glancing at Tim's 
bare feet. At the mere mention of their 
loss, his small toes appeared to curl piteously 
round one another. "She got six shillings 
on them at Cohen's," pursued Pat. "Oh, 
shds a terror ! " 

To which a shrill voice from a window 
just over the door, added — 

"She's a show, and a scandal, and a 
disgrace to the street! Sure, wasn't she 
within a stone's throw of being hung — the 
time she nearly knocked the head off Mrs. 
Blake with the saucepan ? " 

An interested idle crowd was rapidly col- 
lecting to discuss the situation. Ponderous 
women were descending steps, loud voices 
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were raised. The teacher, who was young 
and timid, bent down, whispered a kind 
word or two to Tim, pushed a penny 
into his small, hot palm, and fled. Poor 
Tim! there was no supper for him that 
evening. He crept in among the shav- 
ings, and, comforted by the black-and-white 
rabbit, soon cried himself into the land of 
dreams. 

At eleven o'clock hp was awakened by 
the noisy return of his grandmother and 
mother, accompanied by another woman. 
Mrs. Brady's black eyes were blazing, her 
face deeply congested with liquor. With 
trembling hands she lit the candle, and then 
glared around her den. 

"Look here" — fumbling in her pocket, 
and producing a shilling — " we may as well 
make an end of it I laughed so much at 
that song of Kelly's I'm as dry as a lime- 
kiln. We will have another half-quartern 
before ye go, Mrs. Lundy dear ! And Tim 

K 



I30 TIM BRADY'S BOOTS. 

there shall fetch it. Get up out of that " 
— rousing him with a shove of her foot. 
" Do ye see this ? " — holding up the shilling 
with a grin. " It's the last of your boots ^ 
and ye shall have the satisfaction of lay- 
ing it out yerself. I can't say fairer nor 
that!" 

Tim gazed at the coin with an air of sullen 
resentment. 

" Do ye hear me ? Take the jug and go 
over now to the Pikes at wance. Stir your 
stumps, or they'll be shut ! Are ye deaf ? " 
— suddenly pouncing down, and dragging 
him to his feet by the collar of his coat. 

He gazed steadily at the jug, at the 
shilling finally at her, with a look of pale 
defiance, and then said, in a small but dogged 
voice — 

" I am not going." 

Here was rebellion! Mrs. Brady glared 
at him for a second as if unable to realize 
his meaning, then fell upon him with all 
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her force, and shook him by both shoulders 
as if she were shaking an empty sack. 

" No — devil a step/' he gasped. 

"Then step to the devil," she shrieked, 
consumed by a rage for more drink, and a 
merciless fury against the weak little creature 
who dared to oppose her. 

Years of bad gin had brutalized Mrs 
Brady. She looked as if she had gone 
mad; and with her swollen crimson face, 
her eyes rolling wildly in her head, she was 
a sight terrible to see. 

"Ah, can't ye leave him alone, Julia, 
and not be knockin him about ?'' cried Mrs. 
Lundy, with maudlin good nature. 

"I can't leave him alone, Betty!" she 
panted, in choked, fierce accents. Now 
catching Tim by his slender throat, she 
dashed his head against the wall. Another 
violent jerk whirled him against the old 
window. The crazy frail sash gave way, 
there was a sound of bursting wood and 
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crackling glass, a faint startled cry, a pause 
of one second, and then a sickening thud on 
the pavement in the backyard. 

Vainly had Mrs. Brady grasped at Tim's 
ragged coat. The rags remained in her 
clutch, whilst the child fell from the height 
of three stories upon the cruel stone flags. 
In a miraculously short time there were 
sounds of shuffling feet, of loud exclama- 
tions, and then a crowd of eyes, filled 
with horror, pity, or mere morbid curiosity, 
peering at the limp little figure that lay 
with white upturned face beneath the glare 
of a policeman's lantern. 

" Fell out of the window playing, did he ? " 

" Sure she was mad drunk and threw him 
out ! She has been drinking all day ! " 

" He's as dead as a door nail ! " 

" No, he's not ; he has the breath in him 
still." 

" Take him to the hospital." 

" What's the good ? he's gone," were a 
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few of the remarks made by the crowd that 
had pressed and struggled to force their 
way into the tiny yard. 

Finally, a stretcher was procured, Tim 
was placed on it, and carried off to Jervis 
Street, and laid in the accident ward. 

" Nothing can be done," said the surgeon 
on duty, when he had examined the case. 
" Both his legs are broken, poor little chap ! 
Amputation? — no; he could not stand it. 
He is sinking fast," he added. " No need 
to put him to useless torture. We will do 
all we can to give him ease. . . . But you 
really must try and restrain yourself, ma'am " 
— looking at the great, red, bloated creature, 
who was said to be the boy's mother. Mrs. 
Brady's stormy lamentations, and passionate, 
screaming curses "on all tenement owners 
and their rotten windows," was disturbing 
the whole ward. 

Early the next morning, ragged Pat was 
admitted to s^e the patient. He lay in 
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a little white bed, in a beautiful clean, airy 
room, with a lady sitting beside him ; there 
were flowers and pictures, too. He looked so 
different from the Tim of every day, that his 
patron actually felt shy and overawed. Tim 
appeared partly conscious, and contemplated 
his visitor with a dull and glazing eye, whilst 
his small, frail hands wandered restlessly 
over the counterpane, as if in quest of 
something. 

Pat subsequently announced it as his 
opinion, that the little chap was uneasy in 
his mind, and searching for the boots — 
goodness pity him ! 

« « « « « 

So Tim passed into the land that is 
very far off*, was buried by the parish, 
and honoured by a respectable attendance 
at his funeral. Most of his associates 
followed on foot — quite a troop of ragged 
and barelegged boys. There were also 
two outside cars, and a cab. In this latter 
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sat Mrs. Corcoran and Mrs. Brady (the 
poor mother receiving the heart-felt sym- 
pathy of ignorant onlookers). She had in- 
vested seven-pence halfpenny in a battered 
crape bonnet, and threepence in a large 
pocket-handkerchief with a black border 
(no matter if it did wash out). Loud were 
the tearless wailings, of herself and mother ; 
they might have been a couple of Banshees 
shut up in a musty Dublin cab! Mrs. 
Brady's self-pity was public and poignant for 
the space of one whole week. At the end 
of that period she recovered her serenity 
and spirits, and was sufficiently recovered 
to attend the Queen's Theatre with a friend. 
" Being dull and moped was no good," she 
said, ** to any one." 

Not so Mrs. Corcoran. That decent old 
widow remained inconsolable. Her sighings 
and whinings were unexpectedly prolonged, 
and she invariably premised all her con- 
versations with — 
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" An whatever ye do, don't be talking to 
me av Tim, for it's more nor I can stand, or 
bear; me' heart is just about bruk. Bad 
usage, indeed ! His mother may have struck 
him now and again, but she never bet him ; 
and meeself never lifted a finger to the child 
in all me life! Sure, wasn't he the very 
core of me heart ? " 

The true reason of this bitter and sustained 
grief was at last divulged. The hag, under 
the influence of the best part of a pint of 
spirits, announced, with blear-eyed audacity, 
the truth — ^as it is in whisky as well as 
wine: 

*'An hadn't we shocking bad luck," she 
asked, "not having Tim in a burial club, 
when we would have been the bether of 
the boy's death by maybe in or about twenty 
pound, instead of, so help me, not one brass 
farthing ! What did we ever do to desarve 
the like of that ? " 
There was a dead silence in the Three 
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Pikes; for once, public opinion kept its 

opinion to itself. 

Mrs. Corcoran has now added " the 

darlin' grandson who fell out of a back 

window ere last week " to the repertoire of 

her domestic tragedies — and possibly makes 

a little money by him, after all ! 

m % % m ^ 

The child is not yet forgotten in Curran's 
Rents, for a pair of brown Russia leather 
boots are still hanging in Cohen's window, 
between a plated teapot and. a concertina. 
They are ticketed, "Best London make. 
Scarcely worn. Only twelve and sixpence." 

And all his little world, as they cast a 
passing glance, remember that they once 
belonged to poor Tim Brady. 
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'^Making night hideous." 

Hamlet. 



I AM an old maid, and am not the least 
ashamed of the circumstance. Pray, why 
should women not be allowed the benefit 
of the doubt like men, and be supposed to 
remain single from choice ? 

I can assure you that it is not from want 
of offers that I am Miss Janet MacTavish, 
spinster. I could tell — but no matter. It is 
not to set down a list of proposals that I 
have taken pen in hand, but to relate a very 
mysterious occurrence that happened in our 
house last spring. 

My sister Matilda and I are a well-to-do 
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couple of maiden ladies, having no poor 
relatives, and a comfortable private fortune. 
We keep four servants (all female), and 
occupy a large detached house in a fashion- 
able part of Edinburgh, and the circle in 
which we move is most exclusive and genteel. 

Matilda is a good deal older than I am 
(though we dress alike), and is somewhat of 
an invalid. 

Our east winds are certainly trying, and 
last March she had a very sharp attack of 
bronchitis, brought on (between ourselves) 
by her own rash imprudence. Though I may 
not say this to her face, I may say it here. 

She does not approve of fiction, though, 
goodness knows, what I am going to set 
down is not fiction, but fact; but any literary 
work in a gay paper cover (of course, I don't 
mean tracts), such as novels and magazines, 
is an abomination in her eyes, and '* reading 
such-like trash" she consideris sinful waste 
of time. 
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So, even if this falls into her hands by 
an odd chance, she will never read it, and 
I am quite safe in writing out everything 
that happened, as I dare not do if I thought 
that Mattie was coming after me and picking 
holes in every sentence. 

Matilda is terribly particular about 
grammar and orthography, and reads over 
all my letters before I venture to close them. 

Dear me, how I have wandered away 
from my point! Fm sure that no one will 
care to know that I am a little in awe of 
my elder, that she treats me sometimes as 
if I were still in my teens. But people may 
like to hear of the queer thing that happened 
to me, and I am really and truly coming to 
it at last. 

Matilda was ill with bronchitis, very ill. 
Bella (that's our sewing-maid and general 
factotum, who has been with us twelve years 
this term) and I took it in turns to sit up 
with her at night. It happened to be my 
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night, and I was sitting over the fire in a 
half-kind of doze, when Matilda woke up, 
and nothing would serve her but a cup of 
tea of all things, at two o'clock in the morn- 
ing — the kitchen fire out, no hot water, and 
every one in the house in their beds, except 
myself. 

I had some nice beef-tea in a little pan 
beside the hob, and I coaxed her hard to 
try some of that, but not a bit of it Nothing 
would serve her but real tea, and I knew 
that once she had taken the notion in her 
head, I might just as well do her bidding 
first as last. So I opened the door and 
went out, thinking to take the small lamp, 
for, of course, all the gas was out, and turned 
off at the meter — as it ought to be in every 
decent house. 

" You'll no do that ! " she said, quite cross. 
Mattie speaks broad when she is vexed, and 
we had had a bit of argument about the 
tea. " You'll no do that, and leave me here 




THE FIRST COMER. 145 

without the light ! Just go down and infuse 
me a cup of tea as quick as ever you 
can, for I know TU be awfully the better 
of it ! " 

So there was just nothing else for it, and 
down I went in the pitch-black darkness, 
not liking the job at all. 

It was not that I was afraid. Not I. 
But the notion of having to rake up and 
make the kitchen fire, and boil the kettle, 
was an errand that went rather against the 
grain, especially as I'm a terrible bad hand 
at lighting a fire. 

I was thinking of this and wondering 
where were the wood and the matches to 
be found, when, just as I reached the head 
of the stairs, I was delighted to hear a great 
raking out of cinders below in the kitchen. 
Such a raking and poking and banging of 
coals and knocking about of the range I 
never did hear, and I said to myself — 

" This is fine ; it's washing morning *' (we 
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do our washing at home) "and later than 
I thought ; and the servants are up, so it s 
all right ; " and I ran down the kitchen stairs, 
quite inspirited like by the idea. As I passed 
the door of the servants' room (where cook 
and housemaid slept), Harris, that's the 
housemaid, called out — 

" Who's that ? " 

I went to the door and said — 

" It's I, Miss Janet. I want a cup of tea 
for Miss MacTavish." 

In a moment Harris had thrown on some 
clothes and was out in the passage. She 
was always a quick, willing girl, and very 
obliging. She said (it was black dark, and 
I could not see her) — 

" Never you mind. Miss Janet ; I'll light 
the fire and boil up the kettle in no time." 

"You need not do that," said I, "for 
there's some one at the fire already — cook, I 
suppose." 

"Not me, ma'am " said a sleepy voice 
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from the interior of the bedroom. " I'm in 
my bed." 

'* Then who can it be ? " I asked, for the 
banging and raking had become still more 
tremendous, and the thunder of the poker 
was just awful ! 

" It must be Bella," said Harris, feeling 
her way to the kitchen door and pushing it 
open, followed by me. 

We stood for full half a minute in the 
dark, whilst she felt about and groped for 
the matches, and still the noise continued. 

" Bella," I said crossly, " what on 
earth " 

But at this instant the match was struck, 
and dimly lit up the kitchen. I strained 
my eyes into the darkness, whilst Harris 
composedly lit a candle. I looked, and 
looked, and looked again, but there was no 
one in the kitchen but ourselves. 

I was just petrified, I can tell you, and I 
staggered against the dresser, and gaped at 
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the now silent fireplace. The coals and 
cinders and ashes were exactly as they had 
gone out, not a bit disturbed ; any one could 
see that they had never been stirred. 

" In the name of goodness, Harris," I said 
in a whisper, " where is the person that was 
poking that fire? You heard them your- 
self!" 

"I heard a noise, sure enough. Miss 
Janet,*' she said, not a bit daunted ; " and 
if I was a body that believed in ghosts and 
such-like clavers, Fd say it was them/' putting 
firewood in the grate as she spoke. " It's 
queer, certainly. Miss MacTavish will be 
wearying for her tea," she added. " I know 
well what it is to have a kind of longing for 
a good cup. Save us I what a cold air there 
is in this kitchen. I ' wonder where cook put 
the bellows." 

Seeing that Harris was taking the matter 
so coolly, for very shame I was forced 
to do the like ; so I did not say a word 
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about my misgivings, nor the odd queer 
thrill I had felt as we stood in the pitch 
darkness and listened to the furious raking 
of the kitchen grate. 

How icy cold the kitchen had been ! just 
like a vault, and with the same damp, earthy 
smell ! 

I was in a mighty hurry to get back up- 
stairs, believe me, and did all in my power 
to speed the fire and the kettle, and in due 
time we wended our way above, Harris 
bearing the tea on a tray, and walking last. 

I left her to administer the refreshment, 
whilst I went into Bella's room, which was 
close by, candle in hand. 

" You are awake, I see, Bella," I remarked, 
putting it down as I spoke (I felt that I 
must unbosom myself to some one, or never 
close an eye that night). "Tell me, did 
you hear a great raking of the kitchen fire 
just now ? " 

" Yes, miss, of course. Why, it woke me. 
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I suppose you had occasion to go down for 
something, Miss Janet ; but why did you not 
call me ? " 

'* It was not I who woke you, Bella,*' I 
rejoined quickly. " I was on my way down- 
stairs when I heard that noise below, and I 
thought it was cook or Harris, but when I got 
down Harris came out of the bedroom. .Cook 
was in bed. Maggie, you know, is up above 
you, and we went into the kitchen, thinking 
it might be you or her, and lit a candle ; but 
I give you my word of honour that, although 
the noise was really terrible till we struck a 
light, when we looked about us not a soul 
was to be seen ! " 

At this, Bella started up in bed, and 
became of a livid, chalky kind of colour. 

"No one. Miss Janet ?" she gasped out. 

" Not a soul ! " I replied solemnly. 

" Then, oh ! " she exclaimed, now jumping 
bodily out on the floor, and looking quite 
wild and distracted, "tell me, in Heaven's 




THE FIRST COMER. 151 

name, which of you went into the kitchen 
first, you or Harris ? " She was so agitated, 
she seemed scarcely able to bring out the 
words, and her eyes rested upon mine with 
a strange, frightened look, that made me 
fancy she had taken temporary leave of her 
wits. 

'* Harris went first,'* I answered shortly. 

" Thank Heaven for that ! " she returned, 
now collapsing on the edge of her bed. 
" But poor Kate Harris is a dead woman ! " 

I stared hard at Bella, as well I might. 
Was she talking in her sleep ? or was I 
dreaming ? 

" What do you mean, Bella Cameron ? " 
I cried. " Are you gone crazy ? Are you 
gone clean daft ? " 

** It was a warning," she replied, in a low 
and awe-struck voice. "We Highlanders 
understand the like well ! It was a warning 
of death ! Kate Harris's hour has come.'* 

*' If you are going to talk such wicked 
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nonsense, Bella/' I said, " I'm not going to 
stop to listen. Whatever you do, don't let 
Matilda hear you going on with such foolish- 
ness. The house would not hold her, and 
you know that well." 

"All right. Miss Janet ; you heard the com- 
motion yourself — you will allow that; and 
you will see that the kitchen grate is never 
raked out for nothing. I only wish, from the 
bottom of my heart, that what I've told you 
may not come true; but, bad as it was, 
I'm thankful that you were not first in the 
kitchen." 

A few more indignant expostulations on 
my part, and lamentations on Bella's, and 
then I went back to Matilda, and it being 
now near three o'clock, and she inclined to 
be drowsy, I lay down on the sofa, and got 
a couple of hours' sleep. 

A day or two afterwards I was suddenly 
struck with a strange thrill of apprehension 
by noticing how very, very ill Kate Harris 
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looked. I taxed her with not feeling well, 
and she admitted that she had not been 
herself, and could not say what ailed her. 
She had no actual pain, but she felt weak 
all over, and could scarcely drag herself 
about the house, "It would go off. She 
would not see a doctor — No, no, no! — It 
was only just a kind of cold feeling in her 
bones, and a sort of notion that a hand was 
gripping her throat. It was all fancy ; and 
Dr. Henderson (our doctor) would make 
fine game of her if he saw her by way of 
being a patient. She would be all right in 
a day or two." Vain hope ! In a day or two 
she was much worse. She was obliged to 
give in — to take to her bed. I sent for 
Dr. Henderson — indeed he called daily to 
visit Mattie — so I had only to pilot him down 
below to see Kate. He came out to me 
presently with a very grave face, and said — 
" Has she any friends ? " — pointing towards 
Kate's door with his thumb. 
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"Friends! To be sure," I answered. 
"She has a sister married to a tram con- 
ductor in Wickham Street." 

"Send for her at once; and you had 
better have her moved. She can't last a 
week." 

" Do you mean that she is going to die ? " 
I gasped, clutching the balusters, for we 
were standing in the lower hall. 

" I am sorry to say the case is hopeless. 
Nothing can save her, and the sooner she 
is with her own people the better." 

I was, I need scarcely tell you, greatly 
shocked — terribly shocked — and presently, 
when I had recovered myself, I sent off, 
post-haste, for Kate's sister. 

I went in to see her. She, poor creature, 
was all curiosity to know what the doctor 
had said. 

"He would tell me nothing, miss," she 
observed smilingly. "Only felt my pulse, 
and tried my heart with a stethoscope, and 
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my temperature with that queer little tube. 
I only feel a bit tired and out of breath ; 
but you'll find FU be all right in a day or 
two. Fm only sorry Fm giving all this 
trouble, and Bella and Mary having to do 
my work. However, FU be fit to clean the 
plate on Saturday." 

Poor soul, little did she dream that her 
work in this world was done ! 

And I, as I sat beside the bed and looked 
at her always pale face, her now livid lips 
and hollow eyes, told myself that already 
I could see the hand of Death on her coun- 
tenance. I was obliged to tell her sister 
what the doctor had said ; and how she cried 
— and so did I — and who was to tell Kate ? 
We wished to keep her with us undisturbed 
— Matilda and I — but her people would not 
hear of it, and so we had an ambulance from 
the hospital and sent her home. 

She just lived a week, and, strange to say, 
she had always the greatest craving for me 
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to be with her, for me to sit beside her, and 
read to her, and hold her hand. She showed 
far more anxiety for my company than for 
that of any of her own people. 

Bella alone, of all the household, expressed 
no astonishment when she heard the doctor's 
startling verdict. Being in Mattie's room 
at the time, she merely looked over at me 
gravely, and significantly shook her head. 

One evening Bella and I were with her ; 
she had lain silent for a long time, and then 
she said to me quite suddenly — 

" Miss Janet, you'll remember the morning 
you came downstairs looking for Miss 
MacTavish's tea?" (Did I not recollect 
it, only too well ! ) " Somehow, I got a queer 
kind of chill then ; I felt it at the time, to 
the very marrow of my bones. I have 
never been warm since. It was just this 
day fortnight. I remember it well, because 
it was washing Monday." 

That night Kate Harris died. She 
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passed away, as it were, in her sleep, with 
her hand in mine. As she was with me 
on that mysterious night, so I was now 
with her. 

Call me a superstitious old imbecile, or 
what you like, but I firmly believe that, 
had I entered that kitchen first, it would 
have been Janet MacTavish, and not Kate 
Harris, who was lying in her coffin ! 

Of course Matilda knows nothing of this, 
nor ever will. Perhaps — for she is one of 
your strong-minded folk — she would scout 
at the idea, and at me, for a daft, silly 
body, and try to explain it all away quite 
reasonable like. I only wish she could ! 
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" I have supp'd full with horrors." 

Macbeth, 

Major BLEWE,of the Honourable East India 
Company's Service, hated all manner of men 
and loved all blends of whisky; the result 
of this idiosyncrasy was that, after suffering 
many things from him for many years, the 
officers of the South Nellore Regiment re- 
volted en masse. Endurance has its limits. 
If a comrade is a smart soldier and a good 
fellow, much is overlooked ; but Major Blewe 
was neither, and, after an outrageous scene 
at an inspection dinner, he received a strong 
official hint to go. 

He left, with a substantial pension. He 

M 
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was not "broke" — and carried away with 
him the detestation of a large body of men, 
an unparalleled grievance, and a deathless 
thirst for strong waters. The Major did not 
return to his native land, but settled down 
on a hill station in Madras — whether it was 
on the Nilgherries, the Pulneys, the Sheva- 
roys, or elsewhere, is immaterial. Suffice 
to say, that he rented a four-roomed bunga- 
low near a small station. It was cheap, in 
good repair, out of the way, and solitary — 
standing on a bare hillside, almost surrounded 
and concealed by rows of funereal pines, and 
known by the name of ** Jack Straw's Castle." 
Here Major Blewe took up his abode, and 
made, as was his custom, life a purgatory 
to his miserable retainers. He had joined 
the Service in the days when, among a certain 
set, cursing and beating one's servants was a 
fashionable and laudable action, and he prided 
himself that he was conservative, had never 
discarded old habits, and that every domestic 
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in his employment had been conscientiously 
and soundly thrashed. He failed, however, 
to mention the one grand occasion on which, 
having dragged an able-bodied chokra into 
his bath-room — there to belabour him pri- 
vately and at ease — that too vigorous young 
man had administered to his employer such 
a drubbing that he was unable to leave his 
bed for weeks — and meanwhile the delin- 
quent had decamped with the major s gold 
watch, silver spoons, and his pet cane ! 

This had not been a lesson, and was 
an old story now. Major Blewe was a 
notoriously bad master ; his name was well 
noted in various bazaars. Why, then, did 
Hassan, his butler, and Ahmed, his cook 
(brothers), remain with him year after year ? 
It was true that the wages were consider- 
able, but what wages can repay a man for 
blows, kicks, curses, and insults .'^ Major 
Blewe had the gift of tongues, and his in- 
vectives were as glib and as coarse as those 
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of any old Tamil grass-cutter. The water- 
man and dhoby had a better time than the 
indoor domestics^ not being so constantly 
en evidence^ but no horsekeeper born of 
woman would remain two days, and the 
major kept no pony — fortunately for that 
quadruped. 

He invariably began the day with a 
hoarse, savage roar, when his early morning 
peg was first introduced to him. As the 
hours went by, these roars increased and 
multiplied — accompanied by kicks and blows. 
Attendance on him was almost as dangerous 
as waiting on a wild beast. In fact, he was 
worse than some, for he threw bottles with a 
deadly aim — also lamps, and scalding water. 
Rash, indeed, the bill collector who ventured 
within his reach. To be brief, Major Blewe 
was a degraded old savage, and yet some 
people declared " that he could be a gentle- 
man when he chose." Now and then he 
appeared in the local reading-room and at 
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church — red-faced, beetie-browed, blustering 
— ^but clothed, not to say dressed, and dapper, 
and in his right mind. But what about those 
other — alas ! too frequent — occasions when 
he was to be met, singing and staggering 
along the high-road, with the top button 
of his coat fastened in the lowest button-hole 
of the said garment, and a guilty black bottle 
protruding from his pocket ? 

He had no occupation; he made no 
attempt at gardening, beyond cultivating 
some red chilis; and his reading was con- 
fined to the local paper, which often accu- 
mulated unopened for weeks. He spent his 
days in swallowing strong pegs, smoking 
rank "Trichys," and harrying his staff by 
night and day. Foolhardy, indeed, the man 
who dared to call his soul his own !, 

The owner of Jack Straw's Castle was a 
slender, narrow-chested Eurasian, named 
Ezra Pedro. He collected his rents monthly, 
and in person. Occasionally he arrived at 
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Major Blewe's at some desperate domestic 
crisis ; and once, when he found his tenant 
tearing off the butler's turban and coat, he 
ventured to expostulate, and privately asked 
the major " if he was not afraid of appearing 
before the cantonment magistrate — not afraid 
of law proceedings ? " 

"Law action? I'd like to see them try 
to bully old Joe Blewe ! I am in my own 
house, where I do as I please ! My house 
is my castle — ^Joe Blewe's Castle ! " 

" If I were you, my honoured sir, I would 
send away your cook and butler, and the 
water-man. I have heard things" — ^lower- 
ing his voice — " in the bazaar — hints, 
whispers " 

"That they rob me ? Of course they do ! " 

"If I may humbly venture to suggest, 
I would counsel more gentle and polite 
treatment, honourable sir; and I implore 
you to get rid of your present servants at 
once. You may be sorry if you keep them 
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— and — so may I. I do not wish to lose an 
excellent tenant, now you have been here 
thirteen years." 

"Who the devM said I was going to 
leave ? " bawled the major. '^ Wait till I 
give you notice ! Keep your opinions to 
yourself, you snivelling, meddling, pudding- 
faced black brute! Here! get out of the 
place at once, or FU help you ! " 

And poor, timid, well-meaning Mr. Ezra 
Pedro was fain to retire with undignified 
celerity. 

After a short time, there were whispers 
and vague rumours that Major Blewe — Blue 
Devil, as he was called — had been worse 
than usual with respect to violence, language, 
and liquor. He had brok^en the water-man's 
head, kicked the cook's wife's mother, and 
drowned the butler's beloved and only dog. 
Of late he had not been encountered slanting 
about the highways, and his absence was 
a relief; nor had he appeared in church or 
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reading-room. The individual most in- 
terested in his welfare was his landlord, who 
arrived punctually on the first day of the 
month, receipt in hand. 

He rapped timidly — no answer. Then 
he hammered boldly. After all, there was 
a month's rent due, and it was his house. 
Still dead silence. He called to a passing 
acquaintance, and together they peeped 
around, listened, whispered, wondered, and 
finally climbed in through an ill-secured 
window. 

The bungalow proved to be as neat as 
a new pin, and in apple-pie order (it was 
let furnished, as are all hill houses). The 
major's bedroom was beautifully tidy ; long 
double rows of empty bottles stood as if 
"dressed " on parade ; his clothes were 
folded up, his topee and cap hung below 
his sword-scabbard ; his shaving apparatus 
(razor included) was arranged in tempting 
order; and a clock was briskly ticking on 
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the chimney-piece. The tiny sitting-room 
was chiefly filled by a long chair, a teapoy, 
pipes, and peg tumblers. It was vacant. 
The little dining-room — ^ah ! here was a pro- 
mising sign. The cloth was laid in prepara- 
tion for a meal. There were appointments 
for two, a cruet-stand and well-filled decanter 
were set by the major's seat, and a good- 
sized covered dish was placed before it 
The flies were swarming around this, and 
some rash impulse of curiosity tempted 
Pedro to raise the electro-plated lid. He 
gave a shrill, wild scream as he let it fall 
with a frightful clang ; for, grinning at him, 
on the dish, was Major Blewe's head ! 

The landlord and his companion tore out 
of the bungalow, and, in the language of old 
story-books, they ran, and they ran, and 
they ran. They ultimately brought the 
police, and a vast and excited crowd, to 
inspect that ghastly dinner-table. The police 
looked wise — as usual — asked questions, 
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examined the premises, and made copious 
entries. But from that day to this — a 
matter of thirty years and more — no trace 
has ever been found of Major Blewe's ser- 
vants, or of Major BIewe*s body. 

Jack Straw's Castle was to let, a bargain, 
for many seasons ; and for many seasons it 
" has stood, a roofless ruin.*' 
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'' I had a dream which was not all a dream." 

Byron. 

When this century had reached the age 
allotted to man, and I was but yet in my 
teens, we lived in a rambling old place in 
the west, called Coolnafinn. My father. 
Colonel Mardall, succeeded to this property 
at a truly propitious moment ; for just as he 
was "kicked out'* of the service, for age, 
another career opened its arms to him — one 
almost as exciting and uncertain — in short, 
the career of an Irish landlord. 

We found Coolnafinn in surprisingly good 
repair, surrounded by a fine well-timbered 
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demesne, and, imposing as it was isolated, 
the house stood at the junction of the back 
and front avenues, which were each a mile in 
length. We were four miles from church, ten 
from our post town, and fifteen from a station ; 
neighbours were few and far between, but we 
were a host in ourselves — seven motherless 
boys and girls,— and the roomy old mansion, 
great walled gardens, orchards and grounds, 
proved a delightful change from barrack 
quarters, and the narrow limits of the con- 
ventional furnished house of a garrison town. 

The experience that I am about to relate 
occurred when I was nineteen, that is to say, 
when chignons and croquet were the fashion. 
In spite of my years I was credited with an 
old head on young shoulders, and was the 
mistress of my father's establishment, and 
keeper of the keys — no easy post, considering 
that I had to deal with six boisterous and 
critical young relatives. 

I shared the same room with my sister 
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Fanny. It was the best bedroom — a great 
lofty apartment with three bow windows. 
One hot July night, I could not sleep for 
ages — I tumbled and tossed ; I got up and 
drank water ; I counted the prescribed 
" hundred sleep ; " I watched the moonlight 
steal in between the blinds, and touch each 
separate object on which it fell, with a pale, 
weird light ; I felt cold, shivering, frightened 
— ^but why.*^ I did not believe in ghosts. 
I was not alone, for there was Fanny in an 
opposite bed, breathing regularly, and evi- 
dently far away in the land of dreams. 
What ailed me ? Why was I conscious of 
a beating heart, accompanied by a scarcely 
defined, but undeniable dread ? At last I 
" fell off," and I dreamt — though all the time, 
even in my dream, I said to myself, " This is 
not a dream ; it is real." 

It seemed as if the house, for some un- 
explained reason, was empty; I was abso- 
lutely alone, sitting reading in the drawing- 
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room with my back to one of the long 
French windows which opened to the ground. 
Suddenly a dark shadow came between me 
and the light, and, turning round, I beheld 
a tall, powerful man, with his head pressed 
closely against the glass ; his face was shaded 
by a weather-beaten wide-awake, or caubeen ; 
he was dressed like a tramp, and the only 
thing I particularly noticed about him was 
a pair of very large, dirty hands, and a red 
worsted necktie. 

He remained for some seconds leaning 
against the sash, and gazing intently into 
the room; then I started to my feet, and 
called out — 

" What do you want ? " 

"Is the colonel within ? " he asked, in a 
hoarse voice. 

" No, he is out," I screamed in reply. 

" I want to see him badly. I served under 
him wance. Is Master Robin, or Master 
Ted, in ? " 
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I shook my head. 

" I've come a terrible long way '* — holding 
up a large foot in a dusty broken shoe — 
'' and I'm dying on my feet wid hunger and 
the wakeness." 

" Wait, then," I cried, on a sudden impulse. 
" Go round to the front entrance.'* 

I hurried into the hall — intent on benevo- 
lence and broken victuals — and flung the 
door wide open. Quick as I had been, the 
tramp was already on the steps. 

" Are they all out, miss ? " he panted, in 
a husky voice. 

" All," I replied, and I was about to add 
"except myself;" but ere I could utter 
another syllable he had sprung at me, seized 
me by the throat with brutal ferocity, and 
pressing me hard against a stone pillar, 
he proceeded to strangle me. I could 
not move, struggle, or scream. I felt his 
foul breath on my face, his savage, wolfish 
eyes fastened on mine. Everything was 

N 
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becoming black, the world reeled, a strange 
sound of the sea roared in my ears ; I was 
suffocating, dying, dead! No, for here I 
awoke, and found myself sitting up and 
shrieking — shrieking like a maniac. 

I saw Fanny jump out of bed by the light 
of a pale summer night, and come running 
over to me. She held me tightly, whilst 
I gasped and panted, precisely as if I had 
been really choked. Meantime all my 
relatives (in all sorts of costumes) poured 
into the room, believing (not unnaturally) 
that murder was being done. 

Presently I recovered my voice, and in 
faint, broken sentences stammered out my 
tragic tale, which same tale was received 
with angry derision by father, and yells of 
laughter by my kindred. Robin, my eldest 
brother, who had been the first to arrive 
upon the scene, armed with an ancient horse 
pistol, was particularly indignant 

"If you are taken like this again, Cis, 
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you will have to sleep in the far greenhouse, 
or in the back-yard ; your yells sounded for 
all the world like a pig being killed." 

Then, with as much dignity as was com- 
patible with a paif of long bare legs and 
a short military cape, he made his exit 

When all the kind inquirers had departed, 
I flung myself into Fanny's sympathetic 
arms, and enjoyed a thoroughly luxurious 
cry, and sobbed myself to sleep. " Cissy's 
friend with the red tie," and " Cissy's dream," 
became a sort of family joke and a byword 
with the boys for many, many months. At 
last other events thrust the jest into the 
background, and it was eventually forgotten, 
even by myself, though for weeks and weeks 
at night I had seemed to feel an iron grip 
upon my throat, and to meet in the dark 
the intolerable glare of a pair of wolfish eyes. 

Two whole years had passed since I ex- 
perienced that hideous vision. Robin was 
in India, with his regiment; Fanny was in 
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Switzerland — on her honey mcxDn. We were 
quite a small party at home now — only five. 
It was a lovely day in the month of Sep- 
tember ; father and every one of the family, 
also the servants, and almost every soul 
about the place, had departed at daybreak 
to the great annual fair, held at our nearest 
town. They had set out at three o'clock, 
and were not expected home until dark ; 
father had horses to sell and cattle to buy, 
and each of the domestics required some- 
thing, for besides a market for multitudes 
of sheep and oxen, this fair boasted merry- 
go-rounds, shows and booths. No one re- 
mained, save the cook, who might reasonably 
have been exhibited as "the fat woman," 
Scanlan the butler, and myself. Scanlan was 
an ancient retainer, formerly father's soldier 
servant, an old bachelor, with a close fist, 
and a crusty temper, who still insisted on 
treating me as if I were but six years of age. 
I spent the long hours busily; I had 
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presided at the breakfast by candle-light ; 
it was not often that I had a day to myself 
totally undisturbed, and I made the most 
of it. 

I wrote letters, mended garments, re- 
arranged the smoking-room (a daring liberty), 
made two family cakes, and gathered and 
arranged a quantity of flowers. Then I 
prepared to enjoy a well-earned rest — and 
"Oliver Twist." I drew my chair into a 
French window in the drawing-room, and 
sat with my back to the light, thrilled by 
the murder of poor Nancy. My nerves were 
strung to their highest tension, as I followed 
the awful career of Bill Sikes ; my silly little 
heart was beating tumultuously ; a mere 
mouse in the wainscot had actually made 
me jump. Judge, then, of my feelings, when 
suddenly a black shadow fell across the page, 
and turning, I beheld the man of my dream 
— red necktie and all ! 

Yes, there he was; and — no, I was not 
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asleep, I was wide awake. His hulking 
body leant heavily against the sash, his 
frowsy hat was pulled over his eyes, whilst 
his great hands fumbled awkwardly for the 
handle of the window. I fastened the bolt 
precipitately, glanced quickly at the other 
windows ; thank God, they were all closed ! 
I then screamed out — 

" What do you want ? " 

"Is the colonel within ? " 

" No ; he is out." 

"I want to see him badly. I served 
under him " 

"Wait," I cried. Then I darted across 
the room. I tore at the bell ; how it clanged 
and reverberated through the empty lower 
regions ! I held the door ajar, and saw as 
it were, unconsciously, a gaunt, slouching 
figure pass to the front at a shambling 
run. 

Scanlan's well-drilled military step was 
oh ! what a sweet sound to me ! I spoke 
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to him, still holding the door, ready to fly 
at an instant's notice. 

"There is a dreadful-looking man about, 
a tramp. Put the chain upon the hall door, 
and don't let him in," I cried out hysteri- 
cally. 

" All right, miss," replied Scanlan, depart- 
ing with loud, leisurely footsteps. I heard 
him put up the chain and open the door 
with his usual flourish. Presently he closed 
it and came back, saying very peevishly — 

"There's not a soul there, Miss Cissy. 
Ye were up early, and ye fell asleep without 
doubt and ye dreamt it." 

"No, not this time," was my enigmatic 
answer. "I expect he is hidden in the 
laurels. Keep the ^oor locked and barred, 
for Heaven's sake! and, Scanlan" — in my 
most coaxing key — "if you don't mind, 
would you sit in the hall till they come 
back. I — I — feel dreadfully nervous " 

Scanlan had no sympathy with " nerves ; " 
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nevertheless, he remained within call, biding 
in the dining-room and library. 

They— meaning the family and servants- 
returned about eight o'clock, all full of their 
day's doings and in the highest spirits ; they 
discoursed volubly of their bargains in colts, 
yearlings, calves, ribbons, shawls — and even 
" ginger-bread husbands." 

"And you, of course, saw no one; you 
stick at home, Cis,*' said my brother Ted. 
" You have nothing to tell us ? " 

" You are mistaken for once," I answered, 
tremulously; "the tramp I dreamt about, 
called — the man with the red necktie." 

"Well, that is news. Did he leave his 
card for me ? " 

" I did not go to receive him this time, 
as you may imagine," I continued, with ill- 
assumed composure. " I called Scanlan, and 
when he opened the door, there was no one 
to be seen ! " 

"You don't say so!" cried Teddy, sar- 
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castically. " I should have been rather sur- 
prised if there was; you were dreaming 
again. How does old pipe-day like attend- 
ing on your visionary callers? I thought 
he looked rather black." 

'* But it was no dream this time," I re- 
peated. ''I saw the tramp as plainly as 
I see you; the dream was a warning, and 
saved my life." 

"Saved your grandmother! Upon my 
word. Cissy, it is getting serious, you and 
your visitor with the red tie ; " and he roared 
with laughter, as rudely as any brother in 
Great Britain. 

Nevertheless, the next morning, he and 
every one looked grave enough, when news 
was brought by Pat, the post-boy, that 
old Pat and Mrs. Kelly, who lived at that 
lonely spot, the Back Lodge, and were 
credited with considerable savings, had 
been found with their house pillaged, and 
their throats cut Their spoons, watch, and 
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money, had been carried off, although the poor 
old couple had evidently made a desperate 
struggle for their lives and property. The 
furniture was upset, and the walls splashed 
with blood. However, the only clue to the 
murderer's identity was part of a red woollen 
necktie, found in the dead woman's rigid 
clutch ; the other half was subsequently 
picked up in the wood: but the tramp, its 
owner, was never seen again ; no, not even 
in my dreams. 
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" Rest, rest, perturbed spirit" 

Hamlet 



The Rev. Eustace Herbert was one of the 
most indefatigable labourers among the poor 
of a densely crowded parish in the East of 
London. Slumming with him was not a 
mere transient caprice, the fashion of a 
season, a novel page for idle fingers to scan 
and turn over — it was his life's work, and 
an inexorable and ever-present duty. His 
energy was tireless, his zeal inexhaustible, 
they laid upon his weak, mortal frame more 
than it could support. Long hours of work 
and struggle, short hours of sleep, and scanty 
meals — all these had their due effect on mind 
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and body, and both succumbed. The active, 
eloquent, indomitable priest emerged from 
a fever a shattered wreck — a prey to depres- 
sion, insomnia, and delusions. 

He was ordered away to new climes and 
countries ; commanded to forget misery, 
squalor, crime, cruelty; to cease to puzzle 
over social problems, and to exchange grey 
days and grim scenes for mental idleness 
and golden sunshine. 

A sea voyage restored sleep and appetite 
to the invalid ; fresh characters and gay 
surroundings thrust shabby old tenants from 
his thoughts, and when he landed in Calcutta 
the Rev. Eustace Herbert was already a 
new man ! 

He travelled much and far, and was con- 
fronted on every side by old religions and 
shameless, gaudy idolatry. He beheld with 
amazed eyes the stern piety of the Maho- 
medans; their prompt answers to summons 
to prayer. He listened to the sonorous 
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eloquence of a turbaned missionary, preach- 
ing the Prophet, at the corner of the street. 
Religion was an all-important ingredient in 
daily life, its observance a matter of course, 
in this vast heathen land ! The fact was 
unpleasantly brought home to him when his 
hired coachman suddenly dropped from his 
box, at sundown, and, leaving his horses 
(a splendid instance of simple faith), pros- 
trated himself on his face in a public 
thoroughfare. 

What would a Londoner think (or say) if 
his driver were to behave in a like manner ? 
The great pilgrimages were another revela- 
tion to the stranger — the fierce, unshaken 
belief of thousands, as testified by their toil- 
some journeys and incredible hardships. 

The young priest measured with envious 
eyes the vast multitude which blackened 
the banks of the Ganges, and recalled with 
a glow of shame the dimensions of his own 
scanty flock, whose attendance was often 
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due to a carnal desire for further donations 
of port wine, beef tea, and fuel. 

He penetrated south — to old Madras, 
to out-of-the- world, teeming cities — fastnesses 
of Brahminism — on which one glimmer of 
nineteenth-century thought has never shed 
a ray ! Here he witnessed, as a man in a 
dream, many curious ceremonies — the sacri- 
fice in high places of sheep and oxen (pre- 
cisely as in the days of Moses), and 
half-maddened wretches gashing themselves 
with knives, like the priests of Baal — and 
even beheld at a great distance that revolting 
spectacle known as " hook swinging." Truly, 
he had many awakening experiences, not 
the least of which occurred on the platform 
of Pothanore Railway Station. Here he 
was suddenly accosted by a fair, long-haired 
European, in native dress (turban and dothi 
all complete), who thrust a copy of the 
War Cry into his astonished hands, and 
eagerly demanded if he was " saved." 
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This, as well as every other incident, the 
Rev. Herbert Eustace carefully inscribed in 
a large Letts's diary, which he wrote up con- 
scientiously before retiring for the night. 
All his experiences were entered, with one 
notable exception — an experience he did not 
venture to set down in black and white, lest 
it should be read by unbelievers, discredited, 
and mocked at ! It therefore falls to another 
to repair the omission, and to record the 
Rev. Eustace Herbert's curious adventure 
on the Glenvale Coffee Estate in Mysore. 



During his ramblings in the Madras 
Presidency, the clerical explorer found him- 
self within easy reach — that is to say, within 
a hundred miles — of the home of an old 
school-fellow, who had failed for the army, 
married beneath him, and settled down in 
India for life. 

Mr. St. Maur had heard of his friend's 

o 
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arrival in the country, and had urged 
him to pay him a visit, in the following 
terms : — 

" Glenvale, vii Oonoor, Mysore. 

*' Dear Eustace, 

" I understand that you are globe- 
trotting, for your health. 

" One of our planters heard you preach at 
Trichinopoly last Sunday — I am glad you 
don't exceed fifteen minutes — and told me 
of your whereabouts. You must come and 
pay me a visit; we are only forty miles 
from Oonoor Station, where I will meet 
you. It is whispered that you are writing 
a book of travels. If so, it is your bounden 
duty to see everything, including an old 
worn-out coffee estate, and you may put us 
all in print, if you choose ! 

" Bar jokes, I will take no refusal, old 
fellow. I want to see a familiar face from 
home, to talk over Winchester days, and 
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to get you to christen our son and heir. 
We have no padre in these regions, and 
there are several little jobs for you in the 
way of joining couples together in holy 
matrimony, 

" I have been five years on the Glenvale 
coffee plantation, and am rubbing along fairly 
well, considering the awful state of the rupee, 
and one or two wretched seasons. I bought 
the property for a mere song. It was said 
to be worked out, and the owners were sick 
of it and this remote part of the earth. 
However, I find that some pickings are still 
to be had. A cheap, healthy, outdoor life 
suits me. I am my own master, though a 
married man, and I get some first-class 
shooting, and have several capital fellow 
planters in the neighbourhood. I can 
promise you a hearty welcome, a comfort- 
able room, and the best coffee you ever 
tasted ! 

" Give me two days' notice^ and you will 
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be met at Oonoor Station by your old 
friend, 

" J. St. John St. Maur." 

Ten days after the receipt of this epistle, 
the Rev. Eustace Herbert alighted from 
the train, about sunrise, at an insignificant 
little platform, with an enormous name 
board, on which huge English and Tamil 
characters contended for space. A stalwart 
Englishman, whose eager eyes looked out 
between a mushroom topee and a monstrous 
beard, welcomed the new arrival with a blow 
on the back, that nearly landed that frail 
person in the middle of the track. A tonga 
and pair of peevish, wiry ponies were in 
waiting, and as soon as the conveyance had 
been loaded up with parcels, boxes, stores 
of sorts, and Mr. Herbert's modest luggage, 
he and his host started off, clattering down 
a steep village street, and away towards the 
foot of the adjacent Blue Mountains. The 
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road was fair — the " tats " travelled rapidly, 
by open plain, then dense forest jungle, by 
rising winding ways, through luxurious 
tropical scenery, leaving gradually behind 
them palms, banana-trees, cacti, and swelter- 
ing little mud hamlets. On, on, to higher 
latitudes and colder air — on, up among the 
coffee and the tea — meeting only lumbering, 
laden bullock carts, drowsily descending to 
the low country. 

During his forty mile drive the Rev. 
Eustace Herbert found ample employment 
for eyes, ears, and tongue. He had much 
to hear, and yet more to tell. 

There was a relay of fresh ponies half-way, 
and the journey was almost accomplished ere 
it seemed well begun, so pleasantly had the 
time — and the miles — flashed b y. 

The steep, wooded, winding ghaut road had 
been exchanged for the open plateau, where 
bright-green downs, dark-green coffee bushes, 
and the delicate tea plant, divided the soil. 
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'* Here we are on the Glenvale Estate, 
at last," said St Maur, as they turned down 
a by-road to the left " There is the bunga- 
low — it faces due south ; we approach it at 
the back, as you see." 

" It's a big place ! " remarked his guest, 
"like an English country house." 

"Yes, it is big — too big for us. It was 
built fifty years ago, when people did things 
on a large scale, and lived out in India all 
their lives. The Mortons owned miles up 
here — labour was cheap, coffee was dear; 
they made their pile — at least, old Morton 
did; the property was divided and split 
up. I bought this bit with the house — 
I got it dirt cheap, from a chap called 
Fleming ; he only stayed here a couple 
of years — he could not stand the life, and 
bolted." 

" It looks a most delightful retreat," cried 
his friend, as they rapidly drew near a great 
stone, flat-roofed bungalow, with a deep 
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pillared verandah, embowered in passion 
flowers. It was not engulfed to the very 
steps in coffee bushes, like many a planter's 
house, but haughtily held the business, plant, 
and premises, at a distance, and was sur- 
rounded by at least twenty acres of short 
grass, dotted with cinchona trees and clumps 
of firs. A well-kept avenue wound up to 
the verandah; there was no particular hall 
door, but a dumpy, little woman, in a washed- 
out print gown, stood on the steps to receive 
them. This was Mrs. St. John St. Maur — 
late Miss Jane Bodd, factory hand, of Lanca- 
shire, England — who awkwardly welcomed 
her guest in an exceedingly broad provincial 
dialect. Yes, and she was fat, freckled, and 
ordinary. What had possessed St Mauri 
thought his schoolfellow. H is wife must have 
some brilliant qualities, to atone for such 
lamentable deficiencies — in grace, manners, 
beauty, and fortune. (She was a cheerful, 
even-tempered person, a notable house- 
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keeper — this in the jungle is a valuable 
accomplishment, and covers a multitude of 
shortcomings.) 

" Joe, did you bring the bacon ? *' she 
demanded breathlessly. "Did ye find all 
the things at the station ? " 

" Yes ; all but the books from Higgin- 
botham." 

"Ah, well, them's no matter; but we 
couldn't well want the lamp oil, and beer, 
and champagne. Come in, Mr. Herbert ; 
come in do, ye must be starving. Joe here 
will show you your room, and tiffin is just 
ready." 

" My wife is not literary," explained St. 
Maur with a smile. "You won't find any 
yellow asters, lilac sun bonnets, or green 
carnations lying about our diggings, but she 
will make you comfortable. Now tell me, 
what do you think of this ? " and he flung 
wide a door. 

His companion uttered an involuntary 
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exclamation of surprise, the immense room 
which he entered opened straight into a 
wide verandah that overlooked the most 
exquisite prospect his eyes had ever rested 
upon. 

A long valley, sloping away to the misty 
blue plains, and bounded on either hand by 
majestic purple mountains; the immediate 
foreground was filled by a flower garden laid 
out in true old English fashion, with neat 
box borders, and gravelled paths, blooming 
with luxuriant rose bushes, myrtles, helio- 
tropes, gigantic fuchsias, and fragrant orange- 
trees. A shallow flight of stone steps led 
from it to a gentle descent of greensward, 
a kind of wild pleasure ground, with clumps 
of rhododendrons, acacias, and oaks. This, in 
turn, gradually lost itself in the surrounding 
jungle of boulder stones, forest trees, and 
tree ferns. 

The sweet scent of flowers, the balmy 
afternoon air, penetrated the spare room, 
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which was spacious, lofty, and scrupulously 
neat; it was, moreover, unexpectedly luxu- 
rious, being furnished with handsome, old, 
carved, black wood furniture — a bed, bureau, 
wardrobe, and toilet-table. The floor was 
covered with a thick but faded Indian 
carpet, and the huge rosewood cheval- 
glass and velvet couch claimed the visitor's 
respect. 

" I took over the bungalow, lock, stock, 
and barrel," explained St. Maur. "This 
room is just as it stood in old Morton's 
time; it was his daughter's, I believe, and 
that was her garden. I hope you will find 
it comfortable." 

To this query the Reverend Eustace gave 
an enthusiastic assent; this guest chamber, 
with its windows opening into a lovely 
pleasure-ground, and commanding an un- 
surpassed view, was a room in which to 
entertain happy or noble thoughts, and 
to dream enchanting dreams. The visitor 
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was charmed with everything he was intro- 
duced to — from the quaint old bungalow, 
with its air of age and better days, to the 
great white pulping-house and the small 
red baby. 

Worn out by his journey, and soothed 
by the perfume-laden air, the Rev. Eustace 
Herbert feel asleep almost as soon as he 
laid his head on the piIlow« It was a full 
moon that sailed in the sky, and her light 
was as bright as day. One of the windows 
stood wide open that warm April night; 
gradually the traveller's eyes closed on his 
surroundings, on the shrubs in the garden, 
throwing sharp black shadows on the vague 
objects in the room — on the whole world. 
He slept profoundly for some time, when 
all at once, and for no apparent reason, he 
found himself distinctly wide awake 1 It 
seemed to him that he heard a faint, but 
distinctly audible, sigh. Surely there was 
some one in the room ? 
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Yes. A woman in a white gown was 
sitting at the dressing-table, leaning her head 
on her hand. He raised himself stealthily 
on his elbow, and saw that she was ab^ 
sorbed in a volume which lay open before 
her. It was his own Prayer-book. Pre- 
sently he sat up, and gave a gentle cough 
of expostulation. 

The lady slowly turned her head, and 
looked at him. She had a pair of deep 
pathetic eyes, and a pretty young face — ^but 
it was wan and sad. 

Then she rose wearily, as if she was 
extremely tired, passed through the open 
window, and walked out into the garden 
without sound of footfall. Who could she 
be? — he had hot seen her the pKevious 
evening. He jumped from his bed, rushed 
to the verandah, and gazed up and down — 
there was no one within sight. Then he 
glanced at his open Prayer-book, and gave 
a violent and involuntary start, for it lay 
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wide open at *' The Service for the Burial 
of the Dead." 

m m m m m 

The next morning her visitor discovered 
Mrs. St. Maur bustling about among her 
stores and servants — excessively busy with 
preparations for the christening, and two 
weddings, which were to take place that 
same afternoon. 

She, however, found time, between voluble 
orders in the Tamil language, to ask him 
how he had slept, and she eyed him a 
little anxiously. 

" Like a top, thank you.*' 

" That's all right " — turning away. 

" But,** he added, " every one else is not 
so fortunate." 

Mrs. St. Maur paused, and stared. 

" Surely you have a somnambulist on the 
premises. Have you not ? " 

" Laws — no ! I never heard of that sort of 
religion — but my cook says he is a Baptist ! " 
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"Oh, I don't mean that — but some one 
who walks in their sleep, don't you know ? " 

Mrs. St. Maur gaped at him open-mouthed. 

" I never heard of the like — no one walks 
here ! Happen you'd a nightmare — we had 
pork for dinner. You think some one was 
tramping round ? " 

" Yes, I am sure of it." 

"It might have been the chokedar. 
Last time young Forbes slept in that room, 
he complained of him, and said he saw him 
poking about the dressing-table. I did give 
it to the old gentleman, though he declared 
he never was that side of the house all 
night." 

As the Reverend Eustace turned to 
greet her husband, he distinctly heard her 
mutter to herself, in a querulous aside, 
"There's always complaints about that 
room." 

The christening and the two weddings 
(one of a planter^s assistant, and the other 
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of a Eurasian clerk) took place at Glenvale, 
with great klat There was a cake from 
D'Angelis, champagne, quantities of real 
orange blossoms, and a large and merry 
company who had assembled from all the 
surrounding estates, in order to make 
holiday. 

By ten o'clock, however, the last tonga, 
the last lazy bullock bandy, and the last 
reluctant pony, had departed, and peace, 
silence, and moonlight once more fell upon 
the Glenvale estate. 

And once more towards the small hours, 
the reverend guest was aroused, and again 
he saw the lady reading at his dressing- 
table, a young lady, who raised her head 
and gazed at him with eyes of haggard 
reproach, then arose deliberately, sauntered 
through the open window, passed down the 
garden towards the slope, and with a quick, 
beckoning wave of her hand, disappeared 
amidst a clump of far-distant rhododendrons. 
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Yes. There was the Prayer-book wide 
open in the same place ; the whole occurrence 
was exceedingly mysterious. There was 
no use in questioning Mrs. St. Maur, but 
over a morning pipe in the verandah he 
unfolded his experience to her husband. 

" At first I thought it was one of my old 
delusions, but my head is clear enough, and 
I never was better in my life. What does it 
mean, Joe? Can you explain it in any 
reasonable way ? " 

" No ; but perhaps old Murphy, who was 
overseer here for twenty years, can throw 
some light on it. He was born and bred on 
these hills and lived with his daughter in 
Coimbatore. He happens to be up now, 
with his son, who has a small tea estate, the 
other side of the ghaut. He is coming 
round this afternoon, I know, to drink the 
kid's health, and look at the new crop. If 
any one can tell us yarns about this place, 
he can, and he will be willing enough — for 
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he is the greatest talker in the Presidency. 
You say you distinctly saw the girl pass 
through the garden, down the slope, and 
then turn and beckon to you before she dis- 
appeared among the trees ? I must confess 
that I wonder you did not follow her." 

" Yes — but I was in my sleeping suit and 
bare feet, you see, and I must confess that 
I never had the least impulse to do so ; quite 
the contrary, in fact." 

" Suppose we go and make a search now ; 
you can tell me the bearings of whereabouts 
she vanished ? " 

" Of course I can ; it was quite a long way 
down — near a rhododendron clump. Come 
on. 

The two old schoolfellows turned off to 
the slope, and to where it was bounded by 
the greedy, ever insatiable jungle. They 
pushed aside some straggling branches of 
a great overgrown rhododendron, and there 
discovered a long, significant mound — in 
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short, a grave. As they stood looking at 
one another across it, a loud hearty voice 
exclaimed : 

" So you have it at last ! I always knew 
it would be found some day — I mean where 
Miss Nellie Morton was buried ! " 

" Hullo, Murphy, is that yourself?" cried 
St. Maur. "Glad to see you. Who was 
Miss Nellie Morton, and why was she buried 
here ? " 

"She was buried here because she died 
here, of cholera, poor dear child! and she 
was young Morton^s only sister. She lived 
with him and his wife. The black cholera 
was raging round, and the coolies, and 
servants, and every living soul, fled the 
place — just ran for their dear lives — never 
stopped to pack a bundle, or to turn a key. 
It was awful bad in these hills, that season ! 
Miss Nellie got it from nursing her ayah — 
she was took herself in a couple of hours. 
Young Morton and one of his assistants 
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buried her — no one knew when or where — 
and then he and his wife cleared out that 
same hour; but he and his assistant got 
cholera too, and died on their way down the 
Seegor Ghaut ; you may see the graves by 
the roadside any day. His wife never came 
back here; she always hated the place, for 
she was main fond of balls and society, and 
used to sit crying, for amusement and com- 
pany, for hours together ! But Miss Nellie, 
she loved every inch and stone of Glenvale. 
You see, she was bom here, but eddicated at 
home ; she knew every path for miles. It 
was she made the flower garden and the seat 
under the orange tree, and she was a great 
horsewoman, and a real beauty too. Young 
Norris, across the valley, was her intended 
husband, and he was away in Madras on 
business; and when he came back again 
here, and found the whole place deserted, 
the cattle and fowl straying wild, and her 
dead, he nearly went mad, and no wonder. 
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He could never find her grave — ^not though 
he searched for days and days — and no one 
knew where she was laid by her brother, 
seeing as he was gone too; but you dis« 
covered it easily enough, sir" — nodding at 
the clergyman. 

" Yes/' he replied, with a meaning look at 
his friend ; " I had no difficulty at all." 

"Mr. Norris is not young Norris now, 
but he has never married — he lives alone 
across the valley, and I am sure he would be 
very thankful to know where she lies — ^at 
long last." 

" Yes," assented St Maur, " we will send 
him word, but the news need not be given 
out elsewhere. Don't tell Janie " — address- 
ing his guest ; " she is awfully superstitious. 
She would not stay here an hour if she sus- 
pected that there was a ghost in the house. 
I knew that the bungalow stood empty for 
years before Fleming came, and I did hear 
that the reason he cleared out was that he 
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could not stand a girl who came and cried 
and beckoned to him at the door ; but as I 
knew he had had D.T. several times, and 
made the same complaints of sheep, and 
cockatoos, and snakes, I thought nothing of 
it. However, I now remember that one or 
two planter fellows said they could never 
sleep properly in that room ; it was too big, 
so they declared — ^but the truth is, I suppose, 
they were ashamed to confess that they had 
seen her ! " 

That same evening the christening and 
wedding ceremonies were supplemented by 
another, which was held privately at sun- 
down — over the grave among the rhododen- 
drons. Only Mr. Norris, Old Murphy, Mr. 
St. Maur, and his friend were present. And 
it is an unquestionable fact that, after this 
service, the figure in the spare room was 
never seen again. 

The Rev. Eustace Herbert duly published 
his book, ''Six Months among Strange 
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Sis:hts:" it has appeared in neat six- 
shfuing fonn, but its ^ may be searf>ed 
in vain for the most thrilling of his ex- 
periences — ^the fact that he had complied 
with an unspoken request from an apparition 
in the Glenvale guest-chamber, and had 
personally carried out the last wishes of a 
ghost ! 



THE END. 
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Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 

Artemus Ward's Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 
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Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7s. 6tf. each. 



Ashton (John). Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6i 

HIatory of the Cbap-Books of tb« Itth ContavF. Whh 334 UUalntlooa. 
■oolal Ufa In th« Raitfn of Qnoon Anno. With 85 IDiutntioas. 
Humour. Wit. and ■atlro of tho Bovontoontb Coatarv* Wbh It Illaitr 
BngUsh Carleaturo and ■attro on Napoloon thm Wftmn, fHth 1x5 IDrntimtloan. 
_ Moaorn Stroot Ballada. With 57 IDuttranoni. 



Bacteria, Yeast Fun);!, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. II. CfKUVR. II A._Wilh »7 llluHratio ni. C r owe gvo. c lolh eitra. y. 6 J. 

Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareins:, M.A.), Works by. 

Bntfllah ■umamoat Their Sources jml Siienific.vions. CrowmSro, doth, jt,idm 

Curl o«lt l<» of Pur itan N omen clatu ro. Crown ftro. cloth eitra. 6f. 

Baring CJould (Sabine, Author of *JohD Herring.* &c ), Novels by. 

Crown Svu. cloth i-\ira, 3f. 6A cmch ; post ftvo. lOustratod boardi, ax. each. 
_ Hed BpldT. f Ev. 

Barr (Robert: Luke Sliarp), Stories by. Or. 8vo. cl., 31. 6d. each. 

In a Stoamer Chair. With I i<-iiii<>pii<c wA Vi^f^te by Dkmain Hammond. 

From Whoso Bourns. «\:i.. With 4; Illustrations hy HAL llURSTand others. 

A Woman Intervenes. With k lLliistrrttii>n«liy Hal HURST. Crown ftro, dodi extra, 6r. 

Ravanga ! Wiili u lllustr iti..n. \>y I.ANCiu.dr Sp iii:L>. Ac. Crown Bro, doth, 6s, 

Barrett (Frank), Novels by. 

Tom fcvo, illubtiatvd I 



Pattarad for Life. 

The Sin of OlKa ZaasouHeh. 

Between Life and Death. 

Folly Morrison. | Honest Davla. 

Llttla Lady Linton. 



boards, ar. each ; cloth, ts, 6tl. each. 



A Prodigal's ProgBran. 

John Ford} and ills Halpmatfib 

A Bseolllntf Vanfaaaea. 

Lieut. Barnabas. | Foand Oulltyt 

For Lova and HoBoar. 



Tba Woman of tha Iron Braoalats. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 31. 6J. ; post Bvo, bosrds.sr.: cL Ifanp. of. «dL 
Tha Harding Scandal. Cromn Hvq. «.ioth. .y. &f. [April, 1897. 

Bar rett (Jo an).— Monte Carlo Stories. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 15. crf. 
Beaconsfield, Lord._ By T . V. O'Connor . M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. 
Beauchamp (Sfielsley).— Orantley (i range. Post 8vo. boards. 25. 
Beautiful Pictures by British Artists : A Gathering of Favourites 

from the Picture (ialltrirs rnur;ive<l on Stvol. Iini>eri .il 4to. cloth extra, gilt edges, axf. 

Besant (Sir Waiter) and James Rice, Novels by. 

Crown Kto, cloth extra, -^f. M. each ; post 8to, ilhistratcil hoards, ax. each; cloth ffisDw at. 6d, 



Ready-Money Morilboy. 
My Uttle Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelemi*. 



By Calla's Arbour. 
Tha Chaplain of tba Float. 
The Beamy BIda. 
The Case of Mr. Lnoraft, &c. 
*Twas In Trafalgar's Ba^y, &c. 
The Ten Years' Tenant, dec. 
%' There is also a LlliKAKY 1-niTlON ol th« above Twelve Volumes, handsomely set in new t 



type on s 



lar^jn rruwn Kvn i'.-ii»t*. aiiil I1..11111I 111 cL-lh extra, fij. each ; and a Poi'l'I.AR HDITION of Tha Goldan 
Butterfly, modium e\o. t^/. : rlith, 15.— Nkw Kimtiovs. printed in larjj^e type on crown 8to laiu paper 

tNiiind in toured cli<ih, y. tt./. «• ■■ h, wf aKn in course of publication. * 

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 

Croia-n ftvo, cloth oxtr.i. i.t. <></. eachji»<i«it 8vo. iUustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth Hmp, ax. 6A 
All Sorts and Conditions of men. With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard 
The Captains' Room. ilrc. "With I'rontispiece by H. J. WHEELER. 
All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by IlAKKY FUKNISS. 
Dorothv Forster. With Frontispiece by CHAKLEii GRREN. 
Uncle Jar k and r.thcr Storit-s. | Children Of Glboon. 

The Word Went Very Well Then. With 13 Illustrations by A. FuRESTlER. 
Herr Paulus: His Ki'u.>. his Grratncss, and his FalL | The Bell of St. Paol'fl, 
For Faith and Freedom. With Illustrations by A. Forertier and F. Waddv. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 lUustmtions by A. FORHSTllUC 
The Holy Rose, &c. With FrontisjMece by F. BARNARD. 

Armorel of Lyonesse : A Romance of To-day. With 12 Illustrations hy F. BARNARDw 
St. Katherlne s by the Tower. With 13 Illustrations by C. Grbhn. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotls, &c. With a Frontispiece by (k)RDON Brownb. 
The Ivory Gate. _ _ | The Rebel vueeu. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. With 12 illiists, bf W. H. Hyde. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, v 6d. 
In Deacon's Orders, S:c. With Frontispiece by A. bORKSTIBR. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 
The Master Craftsman. Crown bvo, doth, 3^. 6d, lAfay i8ot 

The City of Refuge. 3 vols., crown 8vo, ly. net. rSJ* 

• The Charm, and other DrawiiHj.room Plays. By Sir WaltRR BFiUMVrand WaLTHR H. POLLOCK. 

With $0 Illustrations by CHKis Hammond and A. Julb CoomUAM. Crown 8to. doth elesant. 

Kilt wigos, 6t. LSjS^^ 

Fifty Years Ago* With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s*. 

The Bulogv of Richard Jefferles. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r, 

London. With 125 illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Weatmlnstar. Wltli F.tched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER. R.P.E., and 130 IDasttadoas bv 

William Patten and others. I^my 8vo, cloth, 18*. . • j^ -««m 17 

Bir RIahard Whittlngton. With Frontispiece. Crown 8to, art Unen. v. ML 
fiasp»rd df Collgny. With a Portrait. Crown 8n>, art linen, 31. «. 
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Bechsteln (Ludwig).— As Pretty as Seven, nnd oiher German 

Beerbohm (Julius).— Wandering In Pntasonia; or, Life among 



Bellew (Frank).— The Art of Amusing; 



Bennett (W. C, LL.D.).— Songs for Sailors. Posi Svo. d. limp, at. 
Bewick (Thomas) and liis PuplU. By Austin Dobeon. With gs 



Bierve (Ambrose).— in the Midst of Life: Tales ol Soldiers Euid 
Blli Nye's History of the United States. With 146 lllustratious 
BIt€ (Edmond). — Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The 

dcmi ini. cloth, u. [^*>nJr.' 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks. 

Amtaair Haul, laaa. ■>■' -?^— i'- 

isiduy HotW, ms-Ta. Cmnpkli 1 
^ VoC irilk KllUwrMioM. Cloth. 61. 




Blind (Mathllde), Poems by. 

Bourget (Paul).— A Living Lie. Translated bv John db Villibki. 

WUh gmW Pnftm fur Ih. English EdltiDn. Croim 8.D. clglh. y. M 

Bourne (H, R. Fox), Books by. 

Bowers Kieorge).— Leaves from a Hunting Journal. Coloured 
Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post Svo, illuslrated bds., 21. each. 

Arcnl'nl M lH Wo.Ml u|-«fauid. [ O mp Mot. ^ I BavM* Uf*. 

Brand (JoHii).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly 
Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 

Tha Kaa^ar'a Huidboak al Allnalana, RaraFusaa. Plata, and Startaa. EMlooiih 
A We Uowytif iilrM'laa,"cSjS?awi. iloOi".",.. ti. M. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Bvo, cloih, 41. M. each. 

Brlllat-Savarln.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated bf 
Bridges (Harold). ^Uncle Sam at Home, With 91 Illustrations^ 

rut aro, UhnttWail lioudl. u. i doit limp, u. M: 



CHATTO ft WINDUS, no ft iii St. Martin's Laa*. LMidM. W.C. 



Buchanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; pos 8rn, Utustrated honrds, ». each. 



The ■hadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Matara. With I'rnnthi>lece. 

God and tha Man« M'itli ix Illiuaraiioni by 

I'KM>. liAKNAkll. 

Tha Martyrdom of Madallaa. WUh 

I-fuutispi«ce by A. W. Cuoi'blU 



Lova Ma for Bvat* Whh FrontJmiece. 
Annan Watav. I Fojcglova ManoVi 
Tha Maw Abalard. 

Matt t A Story of a Caravan. WHh Frontispiece. 
Tha Maatar of tha Hlaa. With Frmtispiece. 
Tha Hair of Unna. 1 VoBUUi and Uia Mua 



Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6J. each. 
Rad and WhlU Haathav. | Baahal Pano, 

I«ady Kllpatrlek. Crown Rvo. d'lth extrn. &r. 

Tha Vandarln^ Jaar i a Chriktin.is C^ruL Cmwn Sro. doth. 6c 

Tha Charlatan. Py Roi:rRT lu-rriANAN and IIknky murrain With ■ F re thy le ca by T. IL 
KOBIN!»<}N. Crown Svd, tltih, 3.. o /. 

Burton (Richard P.).— The Book of the Sword. With over 400 

I Uukt rations. Demy 4tu, clutli extra, 32s. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 

ti'ins of tlie Quotatiuns. Deiqy 8vn, cloth extra, js. 6J. 

Malanoholy Anatomlaadt An Abri>I;,niient of l)L'RTO>f^ Amatoicy. Po<l8ro. half-bd., ar. 6A 

Calne (T. Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth linip, as. 6J. each. 
Tha Shadow of a Crlma. I A Son of Hatfar. I Tha Patmittft ' 

Also a Library Kdition of Tha Daamstar, set in new type, crown 8vo, doth decoratod. 6r. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovetit).— The Cruise of the * Black 

I'lince ' Privateer. Post 8vii, jiictur^ boards, at. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds. 2s. ea. 

Juliet's Oaardlan. I Deceivers Ever. 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Liife of. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. With 

Portrait and Facsimile I.«*tt«>r. Small demy Rvo, cloth extra, ■js. ul. 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo. d., 15. 6d, 

Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. BmersoBt IISI-ISTS. Edited by 

C. li. Nor 1 UN. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown Svo. clutli, vit. 




Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures of Jones. With 17 lilustra- 

tii'ns. I-"< .ip. 8\'i, I Iclli, -.J. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo, 

(.luth, zj. &./. cacli. 

T he Ki ng In Yellow. | _In the Qu arter . 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtful Oiirs.— Vol. 11.. r.M-iiis and Minor Trimsl.itiMns, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.— VoL 
III., Translations of the Iliad and Oiiysscy. Thrcu \'oIs., crown Svo, cloth, 6r. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Dnnii.'i. Crown Svo, thith, -^r. f\f. 

Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 

Jlistorical and Practical. With Chai>tcr by H. (i. BuH X, and 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, half-le ather, aftr. 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 

8 (Ailourrd Pl.itcs and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra. 3^. &/. 
Chaucer Tor Schools. IJ^ Mrs. H. R. U a^h 1 s. Demy 8vo, cloth limp , ax. &/. 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ing's. By Howard Sta UNTO .V. lulitcd by R. B. Wormald. Crown Svo, eloth, sr. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess t A Treatise on the Dcplovment of the Forces in obedience to Stra^ 
tefj^ic Principle. By F. K. YoL'N'G and E. C. IIOWELL. Long' fcap. Svo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containin? the Authorised Account .of the 230 Gaines 

nlavcd Aujr.-Sept.. 189^. With Annotations by PiLI.SUU-RY, LaSKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ 

schiifi:rs, Ti^icfimann, bari)hi.hi!i<:n, fii-ackui'rnh, Gunsbhrg, Tinsley, Mason, and 
Alki.N ; Bio;;raphic.il Sketches of the Chess Masters, anu 32 Portraits. Edited by U. F. CUBSHIRB. 
Crown Svo, cloth, js. 61/. 

C I are (Austin).— For the Love of a Lass. PostSvo. 25. ; cl.. 25. 6d , 
Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, each. 

Paul Ferroll. I Why Paul FarroU KUIed hla Wit% 
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Clo dd (Edwa rd. F.R. A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Cr. Svo, y. 6t 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 



Coleman (John), Booka by. 
PlaF«« and PlMwTl-^"- ■ ■- " 



Coleridge (M. E.).— Tha Seven Sleepers of Epheaus. Cloth, i 
Coll ins (C. Allaton).— The Bar Sinister. Post Svo. boards, n 
Collins (John Churton, K.\.), Books by. 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Pram MidaUbt tn MldMUbt. ' I Blukmlth knd SBhalsr. 

XruivnllFiidiin. I Too Play m* PkIh. | Tfaa yuu<* GooH 



Collins (Wllkle), Novels by. 

JlntSBlna. WHh > FKUiUspbci by Sir Jat 
2utl. lHoBr.™illwSiTjaiisfi:i.BPiiT, B 



ft RoiusVLita. I ni* Mcur sf CUB, 

It WALreH iiESA-rr, nnd lllii'inlilinillT A.ffcllliSTTSk. 






Colman's (Oeorge) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grios,' 'My Night- 
CoiquhoMn (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Post 8vo, boards, as. 
Colt- breaki ng. Hi nts on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr.8vo.cl.. 3S.6rf. 
Convalescent Cookery. By Cat heiunb Rvam. Cr. Svo, ii. ; el., is, 6J. 
Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 

Cook (Dutton), Novels by. , 



Coo per (Edward H .).— Oeotfory Hamilton. Cr. Svo, cloth. 3>. 6i. 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England; or. The 

Cotes (V. CeclD.—TwoQlrlson a Barge. Witb44,i]]Qstratioi)3b7 
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Craddock (C. Es:bert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Croat Smoky MoantalBS. Post Sro, Olustntcd boards, at. 
Hie Yanlehed S< ar. L n»m n8vo. cl«>th extra, y. fa/. 

Crani~(Raiph Adams).— Black Spirits and White. Fcap. Svo, 

cloth is. bd. ^^^__^^^______^________^____^____^_^___ 

Crelli^~(H. N.) Books by. 

Romanoes of the 6ld Beratfllo. y>'\\h aS IDuttrations by S. L. Wood. CTOwb two, doth. 31. 6A 

Tales of the Caliph. Crown Rvo. cloth, ar. 

The MaxarenestA nrania^ f mwn 8vo. i s. 

Crim (Matt.)*— Adventures oif a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with a l -rontisp icce hy I).\X. fi UARn. y. 6>/ . ; po ^ «vo. iUt istratod lioiirda. af. 

Crockett~(S. RJ) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

CK(h:kf.xt. Gilbrrt Parker. Harold Frederic, 'Q. ' aod W. Cuouc Ruassuu Wkh le 
Hlu!. t rations by FRANK Br aw GWYN. Cro wn 8to, cluth, y. t d, 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Cro^ 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 6(t 

each ; post 8vo. fliustrated bc«rds or. each : cloth limp. ». 6d, each. 
Pretty Hies Neville. I Diana Barrlntfton. I A Faralbf TitkwnaWi 

A Bird of Passage. I Proper Pride. _ I •ToIiet.'^ 

VlUatfe Tales and Juntfle Tratfeoles. 
Crnwm 8to, cloth extra, y. &/. each. 
Two Masters. I Mr. Jervls. I This Real Lady Hilda. 
__ Ma rried or Single? fAVr. | In the Kingdom of Kerry. jSheH^ 

Crulkshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Sbribs: The 

First, from 1835 to 1R41: the Second, from 1844 to if^^ A Gathertnir of the Best Humoar of 
Thackeray, Hood. Mayhfw. akkhrt Smith, A'Beckett. Robert Brough. *c. With 
numerous Steel F.ncraviinrs nnd Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, UIMB, I.ANDBU.S, &c 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, rloth pilt. -j. 6rf. ''ach. 
The Life of George Crulkshank. By Blanchard Jbrrold. WUi 14 IBostntions end a 
Bibliography. Crow n Bv o. cloth extra, tt. 

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. ^. ea. 

In the Hebrides. With an Autntypo Frontispiece and a^ IHustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 4a Illustratioaa 

Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With anilustrntiorts. 

Yla Cornwal l to E g ypt. With a PhotoKravure Frontispiece. Demy 8to, ctot*i, yj. M. 

Cussans (John E.). — A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instrnctions 

for Tracing Pedisrrees and Dcciphi'rini; Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, rerised, with 408 Woodcuts, 
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown Kvo, doih extr a, ts. 

Cyples (W.).— Hearts of Ool d. Cr. Svo , cl., 35. 6<i. ; post 8vo. bds . . 25, 
Daniel (George).— Merrie JEngland in the Olden Time. With 

Illustrati ons by ROBERT CRr iKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y.&/. 

baudet(Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, y. td. ; post 8vo, illustr.itod bnarJs. zj. 

bavenant (Francis, M.A.).— Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Li fe. Crow n Rvo, ir . : cloth. \s. M . 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontisiiiece by STANI.HY W< »■ ■:>. C mw n Rvo, cloth extra. \s. t,t. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl,, 15. 6rf. ea. 

One Thousand Medical IHaxlms and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Motlier'.s<>uiile in Ilc.ilth aiuT Dist-.isn. 

Foods for the Fat: A Treati-e on Corpulency, and a Dieta ry for itsCure. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, ar. ; cloth limp, '.•s.Cd. 



Davies* (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Intro<luct ion and N otes, by R ev. A. B. Grorart, r).I).__Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, lar. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, with Two Illustr.itions l>y HUMJE^Nisnirr, 3J. 6./. ; post 8vo, illustrate^ boards , ay. 

De Querin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trebutien, 

With a Memoir by Sainte-Beu\'E. Translated from the aoth French Edition by JESSIB P. FROTH 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, qs. M. 



De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by S ir HENRY AttweLL. P ost 8vo. cl oth limp, aj. 6^ . 

De Miile^James).— A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 



a Frontispiece, y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

ef The Oaks. Dy Louis HCMRY CURZON. Crown 8vo, doth Ihnp, V. ^. 
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Derwent (Leith)^ Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea. ; post 8vo, 25. ea. 

Oar lAdy of Tears. I Clroe's I^overa* 

Dewar (T. R.).— A. Ramble Round the Qlobe. With 220 tllastra'> 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by. Post 8vO| illustrated boards, 2^. each. 

SkatohM by Bos. | Nicholas Hlckleby. | OUvHf Twist. 

- About Bn^aad with Dloksns. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 lUustratiotls bjr C A. Vandbr* 
HOOP. ALFRED RlMMBR, and Others. Square 8vo, cloth extra, jj. 6rf. 

Dictionaries. 

A Dictionary of Hlraolss t ImhatlYe, RMBsdc, and Dogmaida. By the Rer. S. C. Brbwbr. 

LL.D., Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 
Ths Reader's Handbook of Allusions* References. Plots, and Stories. By the Rer. 

E. C. Brewer. LL.D. Within English Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 
Authors and their Works, 'with the Dates. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by Samuel 

A. Bent, A.m. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tj. 6d. 
The Slantf Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 9ro, cloth, &r. &/. 
Words. Facts, and Phrases t A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
EL1E2BR Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

Walter Herries pollock. With Preface by Sir HENRY Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment. 4X. 6rf . 

Dobson (Austin), Worlcs by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pujplls. with 95 Illustrations. Square 8to, cloth, 6s, 
Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top fis. 
Bltfhteentb Century Vignettes. Two Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.— A Third 
Series is nearly ready. 

Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo, doth lunp, ax. 6a. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp. v. 6d. eaclu 

The Han-Runter. | Wanted I 

Caught at Last. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dunean ? 

Suspicion Aroused. 

Crown 8to, elofh extra, gr. 6d. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth. af. 6d. each. 

The Man from Manchester. With 33 Illustrations. 

Tracked to Doom. With !^ fuU-page lihistrations by GORDON BROWNB. ' 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. Crown 8to, doth, jx. 6d. 

Doyle (A. Conan).— -The Firm of Qirdlestone. Cr. Svo, cl, 35. 6i. 
Dramatists, The Old. Crown Svo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 6s. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Escplanatory, and a BiographicBl Memoir bgr 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Tdree Vok. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translations, whh an Essay by A. C. Swinburne : V«l. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colmel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
Mas8lnger*s Plays. From Gifford's Text. Edked by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Evkrard Cotes), Worlcs by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7x. €d. eadi. 

A Social Departure. With m Illustrations by F. H. Townsend, 

An American Girl in London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

The Simple 'Adventures of a Memsahlb. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSBND. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. I Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by Hal Hu rst. 

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).— The Folk»Lore of Plants. Cr. Svo. cl., 65. 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. GROSART. D.D. Crown Svo, doth boards, &r. per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Glles^ Complete Poems. One VoF. 
Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrlok's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
ajidiieys (Sir Philip) complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. ; 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the River Plate. With 41 lUustralions. Crown Svo, tfoth extra, y. 

Edison, The Life and Inventions of Thomas A. By W, K. L. and 

ANTONIA Dickson. With aoo illustrations by R. F. OUTCALT, &c. Denqr 4to, doth gilt, i8r. 



A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Received. 
Link by Link. 1 Dark Deeds. 
Riddles Read. 



■• ■»-,- 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by, 

I'uat Hyo, illustMtRtI biMrih. ar. each. 
ArehU Lovell. I A Point of Honoor. 



Edwards (Eliezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious QuaiDt, and Uut-of-lht'*Wajr Matters. Crown 8yo, cloflh, js. 6d. _ 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Kitty. Pt»st 8vo, lM*ar«ls w. ; c lutli. 91. U. | Follela. Po f> 8to. lllurtTated boards, v. 

Exerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Foik and Sussex Ways. 

With IiilrrMluttuiD by Rer. Dr. H. WACR, ami Tour llliiHtrations. Crown 8v o, cloth crtra, y. 

Eggleston (Edward).— Ro xy: A Novel. Post 8vo. illast. boards. 25. 
Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

ini^a Houttc. B y C.J . RICHARDS* >N._Culourc<l Fnmtisni ece and 534 lUusta. Cr. 8vo, doCh, yx. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The Lite and Times of Prince Charles Staart. Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PliBTEN* 

liHK). Willi a I'urtrait. Cntwu 8vo, i.UiX\\ extra. ;f. ba. 
Storlee from t ho State Papers , with A u totyp e Front tspleoe. Crown 8vo. doth. 6r. 

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayin^^s of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bsnt, 

A. M. Fifth rdilioo. Re vise<i a n< l Hnlarged. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7/. 6d, 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each. 

The Cnemloal History of a Candle i I.ectures delivered before ■ Juvenile Andiesoe. Edited 

by William CKiN)Ki'.s. F.C.S. With numcnms Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Mature, and their Relatlona to oaoh oihon Edited fay 

WlLHAM CR<H)KKS, F.C^S^_\\'ith Ulust rations. 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Military Manners and Customs. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

War t Tliree Mssays, reprinted from ' Military Manners and Customs.' Crown Bto, zx. ; doth, x#. €d. 



Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown Sto, doth extra, y. 6J. each ; post Sro, lOustnted boards, ar. each. 
The Mew Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. | The Tltfer Uly. 

The WhUja Virgin . Crown 8v o. doth extra, y. &/ . 



Fin- Bee. — ^The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth Hmp, 2J. Cd. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

Trt-a-iiry. Hy Tiiomas_Kentisii._ With 267 Illustration s. Crown 8 vo, cloth, y. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus- 

si-i.f.. Grant ali.kn. Hat.l Cainh. GnoRCR R. Sims, kudyard Kipling. A. conan Doylh, 
M. K. Rraddon. F. w. Kohinson, H. Ridkr Haggari), R. M. Ballantynr, L Zangwill, 
Morlhy Rohf.rts, I). Christie Murray. Mary Corklli. J. K. Jf.romr. John stkancb 
Winter, Hret Hart h. • «,)..' Robert Bixhanan. and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story 
by Jerome K. Jerome, and 183 illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, js. 60, 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

The World Behind the Scenes. Crown 8to, doth extra, y. &t. 
Little Essays: Passatjes from the Letters of Chari.es Lamh. Post 8vo, doth, ax. 6<t 
A Day's Tour I A Journcv thrnnjrh France and Rvlfi:ium. With Sketches. Crown 4to, u; 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cfoth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, or. each. 

Bella Donna. I The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. TiUotsoii. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. | Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinlcck). with llliists. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 94X. 

The Savoy Opera. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Crnwn Svok cloth, y. 6a, 

Sir Henry Irving t Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crouni 8vo, xs. ; cloth, u>. 6d 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ElXJIrd GORB. 

F.R. A.S. With Three Plates and 283 Illustrations. Medium «vo, doth, i6r. 
Urania t A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems; Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven. Christ's Victorie on F.arth. Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes bv 
Rev. A.B.jGROSART, P.P. Crown 8vo. clothjKKirds, dr. ' 

Fonblanque (Albany).— Filthy Lucre. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2^ 
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Francillon (R. E.)« Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, y, 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

One by One. | A. Real Qaeen* 1 A Dog and hi* ShadoVi 

Ropes of SaA^ Illustrated. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx. each. 

Queen Gophetna. | Olympia. | Romanoea of the Iiav* I Klntf ov Knave 7 

Jack Doyl«*e Dau^ter. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6cU 
Esther's Olove. Fcap. 8ro, picture cover, is. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Beth*s Brother's Wife. | The Lawton GlrL 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, ^s. 6d. each. 

Friswell (Hain).— One of Two : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. 
Frost (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6i, each. 

Clroas Life and Cirous Celebrities. | Lives of the ConJnvers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities; Edited 

oy John LanB. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, xs. 6d, 

-■-.. ■ii,i --f . i,i« i» 

Qardening^Books. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth limp. is. 6d. each. 

A Tear's work in Garden and Greenhouse. By Georgb Glenny. ' 
Household Horticulture. By Tom and Janb Jerrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Jbrrold. 



Hy Garden Wild. By Francis G. Heath. Crown Svo, doth extra, 6t. 



Gardner (Mrs. Alan}.— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 

the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Ulustiatiens by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ais. 

Garrett (Edward). —The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with two Illustrations, jr. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 
lated by JOHN DB VILLIBRS. With a Frontispiece by STANLBY WOOD. Crown 8vo, doth, ^. 6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature. Science, Biography, and Art, and * Table Talk' by SVLVANUS URBAN. 
*»♦ Bound Volumes /or recent years kept in stock, 8j. 6rf. each. Cases /or dimUug; ax. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in. November. 15. 

That for 1896 is entitled A Blinlon of the Hoon, by T. W. SPEIGHT. 

. M ■ I ^ ■ — ■ ^11 — I ■ I I ■■ III ■ ■111! ^^^^^^^^m^^mm^^m^^ ■ ^-^^■^.^^^M^w^^^— I B^M^M^^^^^^ i ■ 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and aa Steel Plates after 
GEORGB C rUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6rf. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6d, 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6i. eai; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

Robin Gray. Frontispiece. | The Golden Shaft. Franti^iece. | Lovliii a Dream. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



The Flower of the Forest. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Bay? 

For the King. I A Hard Knoti 

Jtueen of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. 



In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

By Head and Stream. 

The Braes of Yarrovr. 

Fancy Free. | Of HJtfh Detfrac, 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart's Delight. | Blood-Money. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 6d. each. 

The FIRST Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Ptiac( 

Tlie Palace of Truth— Trial Iw Jury. 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engsured— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Daal Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. • Pinafore '—The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy— Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencranty and GuOdenstem— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondolia^s— 

The Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight Original Comle Operas written bv W. S. Gilbert. ContafaUng: The Sorcerer— H.M.S. 
'Pinafore'— The Pirates of Penzance— lotanthe— Patience— Princess Idar-Th« Mikado— Trial by 
Jury. Demy Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Booki Quotations for Every Day in tiie Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music t^ Sir \. SUL|4YAK* CompUei)^ AWX* WATSON. 
Royal zdiQQ. Japanese leatUsr, v. ^ 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Tost Svo. illustrated^s.^ w. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. ----- -^ ». -— — 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 



Dr. Austin's Guests. _ . I JiAiMS DuJm, CoaUrmoaftf. 



Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

Cri>wn hvo. i l-iili eniri. .v- ^' •*■" li : P"^t Rvo, illu^rated lK>,inl«. ar. each. 
The Lo«t Helreaa : A T^l*- of I.'\f*. Ii.itil-. ••n>l A-ivrniinr. With Twn lUiihtrations hy H.NlSBST. 
The tossloher : A K- n .iii< •• 1 1 M.fi;> n.il.ni.i. \\\\\\ Iwu IlUiitrMiiouby IlUMH NiSbBT. 
A Fair Colonist. V\ itli * ircntis kxc l<y hi am.i.y \Vu<ji). 

The Golden Rock. With a Fr»ii;i>-ric< ^* ''y Stani i-.y Wood. Crown tro, cloth eitn, 3*. 6A 
Kloof Yarns. Cruwn Rvo. plctun- 101 t-r. i«. : (i»:h, if. 6c/. 



Qlenny (Cieor]?e).— A Year's Woric in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Tiai tu.tl A<lvii I- ,is in tlic Mjn:i,^iMni:ii: ofthr llowrr. Kruit. ami Frame Gardrn. fost 8vo, \s, : cloth, xs.^. 

Godwin (Will iam).— Lives o f the Necromancers , Post 8vo, cl.. 2s. 
Golden Treasury of Thou{;:ht, The : An Encyclopsdia of Quota- 

1 IONS. Ldited by TllKOI'UKK TaYLOK. Crown Vvu. cloth inlt, 7J. &f. 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouveroante to the Chil- 

lirfii iiM-raiicr^ I2?3**^s!*- _^^''t^ T *" I'hotfgT.ivMrcs. Two Vub. . doniy 8x0. cloth extra, aix. 

Goodman (E. J.).— -The Fate of Herbert Wayne . Cr. 8vo, 35. 6 rf. 
Graliam (Leonard).— The Professor' s Wife; A Story. Fcp. 8vo. 15. 
Greelcs and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. l)y F.KSSr (^t'liL .iml W. KuNkK. Ldited by Dr. F. IlUEFFER. With 545 IttustniP 
tions. I^r>i:e ttown Kvo. cluih extra, ^s. UL _^ 

Greenwood (James), Worlcs by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 35. 6<f. each, 

The Wilds o f London. | Low- Life Deepe. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

Nlhanor. Tr.msl.tiu<l !•>- hi i/a I*. CllA<l!. Post 8vo. ilhi<itnited boards, v. 
A Noblo Woman. Ctown )-vi), dcth '-xtr.-i, sr. : {lOst Kvu, iil'ivtr.ttctl boards, Sf. 



Griffith (Cecil).- Corinthia Marazion : A Novel Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra. 3J. &1. ; post >- \o. i ll usir.: t<-tl U-ntiS s '-f- 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

IJfu of a Yoiiii]; Man. Cruw-n 8vo, cloth extra, y. td, : ])Ost Trn, illustrated boards, ax. 

Habberton (John, Author of ' Helen's babies '), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. each : cloth limp. ax. 6i/. each. 
Brueton's Bayou^ I Country Luok. 



Hair, The: I's Treatnimt in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

l.itrd from the (If inian of Dr. J. PjncI'S. Ciuwn 8vo, xs. ; cloth, xs. bJ. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 6*. each. 

Mew Symbols. | Legends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 



Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4tn, cloth extra, Bs. 



Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Msads and 

(JLIIIOR U H AI.I!'AX. M.I\ Cr<iw 1 Kvo. cl t>th. (S. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. Wiih numerous 

Illu<;tr.-itions on i^trH ;uid W.muI by MACLIi>I'., GlLiJliKT, IlARVEY, and GEOKC.B CRUIKSHANK. 
Small dcniy 8vo, tlotli «:vtra, 7J. Nf. 

Hal l (Ow en) . —The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth. 65. "" 
Halliday (Andrew).— Every-day Papers. Post Svo, boards. 2*. 



Handwriting^, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

HKpl.m.-itory Te xt. I!y Pi^^IjJJX DK S.M.AMANc A. Pos t Svo, cl" t h limp, as. 6i/. 

Hanky-Panky : Easy and bifficuit Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

I Iand,_&c Ii(lit£^ ''y_)^' JJ* ^'^ ^^' ^ ^' _^^''*'i^? Illustrations. Cr o^t n 8vo« cloth ca tra, 4J. 6d, 

Hardy (Lad y Duff u s) .— Pau I Wynte r's S acr ifice. Post 8vo. bds.. zs . 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown Svo. cloth 

extra, with Portniit arnljj IlliiMnHJ ons. tj. (>,/. ; pnsrt Svo, iiliistratt Ml hoards aJ. doth limp, ay. Cd. 

HiirwQod (J, Berwick),— the Tenth Earl. I'ost Byo, boar4s. «j. 
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R.,M.A.), Books by. 




1 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 



Hawthorne (Nathaniel) Our Old Home. Annotated with Fa»- 

HeatlilFrancls aeorge),~My Oarden Wild, and What I Oraw 



Helps (Sir ArthuH, Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. each. 

Henderson (Isaac). — A gatha Page? A Novel. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3*. 6J. 
Henty (O. A.), Novels by. 






Herman (Henry).-~A Leading Lady. Poat Svo, b dj..a*-'. cl.. n. W . 
Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, Noble NumberSi *"* ^""'S^^S. 
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Hertzka (Dn Theodor).— Preeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

lalnl »»y AR THVR R \NS« *V. (*ro«m Fr.i. cloth extra. 6r. 

Hesse-Warte8:)C (Chevalier Ernst von). — Tunis: The lAnd and 

Ihr l'«ii»li*. Witli 7f lllnstr itl<inv. Cnmn Rvii, cl«»lh extra, v- 6^- 

ilill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Post 8vo, bds. , 25. ; gl. , 25. 6d. 
Hill (John), Works by. 

Traaaon-Falony. P«iM Rvm. Tioanls. a t. | Th> C ommon An OMtoy. Cr. ftrp. cloth, jt.Cd. 

ilindley (Charles), Works by. 

Tavarn An«odot«s and Baying i Includini; Reminiscences conaected with Coffee Hooscs, 

(.'lulis. iVr. With Illustr.illi'ii^ t.'r»wn Svn. cU>tb extra, v- 6d. 
The Lira and Advanturaa of a Cheap Jaok._Cruw"n evo. clo th extra, yi &/. 

II od«:es (Sydney). —When Leaves were Qreen. 3 vols., 155. net. 



Iloey (Mrs. Cashel).— The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo. boards, 21. 



Holiday, Where to go for a By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

H.irt.. M.P.. J«iHN WaiSuI. JanF HARIOW, MARY LOVHTT CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 
r.vi-l. I.ANr.ic, J. \V. (;kmiam, J. II. SaI.I KK, PlKHBE ALLBN, S. J. BBCKBTT, L. RiVBWI ViNB, 

aiiit *'. Iv t;"i:l> "V Cr MM !%•»;._ t.r. iwn H%-.t. it.; cl'ttt^ u. rtrf. ____^__^^^^___^_ 

Hollingshead (John).— Niagara Spra y. Crown 8vo, is. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)— The Science of Voice Production and 

Voic e Pr ese rvation. Crown 8vo. is. ; c lot h. If. 6J. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Aatoerat of the Breakfaat-Tabla. Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. Pok 8vo. doth 

linn, 3X. 6t/.- Another hditinn, jMist 8vo, cloth, or. 
The Autocrat of tho Breakfaat-Tabla and The Professor at ths Brsakflast-TaJUo. 

In One Vol. Post 8vu. hnlf-hi>und. 2X. 

Hood's (TiKomis) Choice~Works in Prose and Verse. Witli Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and 300 Illustrations. Crown 8to, rioth extra, js. 6d. 
Hood's W hims and Oddities. W ith 85 Illust ra tions . Post 8yo. h ag-hound, v. 

Hood (Tom).— From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 

Ar l ueologica l Najiative. With as Illu strations liy W, BRfNTON and K. C. BAR KHS. Cr. 8vo, ctoth. 6j. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 
crous AdTentures, Eons Mots. Puns, and Hoaxes, W'bb Life of the Aubor, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. (kt 



Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).— The House of Raby. Post Svo, boards, 25, 
Hopki ns (T ighe) .— "Tw ixt L ove and Duty. ' Post Svo, boards, 25. 
Home (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portra it by SU-MMFKS. Tenth Kditiuo. Crown ft\-o, cloth extra, ys, 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post 8v'o, illustrated l>oards, or. each ; cloth limp. ar. 6i^. each. 
A Maiden All Porlorn. I In Durance Vile. ] A Mental Btrugglm, 
Marvel. I _ A Modern Circe. | 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6d, each ; post 8vo, illustrato*! boards, ar. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. eech. 
Lady Yerner's Flight. j_ JTheRed-House Mystery. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6J. each. • 

The Three Graces, ^vith 6 iiiustniti<ms. 

The Professor's Experlmant. With Frontispiece by E. J. Whhhler. 

A Point of Consc ience. C^^^^. 1897 . 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

by Edmund Olli h r. Po st 8vo, half- bound , gj. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. ca<.li : post Svo, Illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Leaden Casket. |__8eir-Condemned. _ | That Other Person. 

Thomloroft*S Model._Post^8vo, boards, 2t._ | _ Mrs.^Ullet« Cr own Svo, cloth extra, y . 6d. 

Hutchison (W.M.).— Hints on Colt -breaking. With 25 lUustra- 

tions. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. td. 



Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

^Lis ^Icthod, and Statistics. By Rknaud SrzoR,_M.B._Crown Sv o, clot h extra , 6s. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe)."— Honour "of " Thi eve s7~Cf78vo, cloth. 35, 6rf. 
idler (The) : An lUustrated Magazine. Edited by J. K Jerome. isT 

Monthly. The first HiCHT VOLS., cloth, y. each ; Vol. IX., js. 6</.-Cases for Binding, ix. &/. each. 
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Impressions C^tie) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 
face. Post SvQ, bliish-roM paper and dotb* as. 6A 

Indoor Paupers. By One op Them. Crown 8yo, 15. ; cloth, is.Sd. 
Ingelow (Jean).— Fated to be Free. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 25. 
Innkeeper's Handbook (the) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

6y J. t'REVOR-DAVlES. Crown 8yo, is. ; dotb, is. 6d. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

PsrcbvaL Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

Dy Percy FitIzgerald. With Portrait. Crown 8to, js. ; jdoth, rr. 6el. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth Ump, is. 6tl. 

Jameson (William).— My Dead Selfi Post 8vo, bds., 25. ; cl., 25. 6d, 

m - . 

Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by« Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Thft Dark Collean. I Thiii Qaaan of Conaaii^hti . 

Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 

Maiova naav XiondoB. | Tha Ufa of tha Flalda. | Tha Opan JUs. 

4i^* Also the HAND^MADB PaPbA EDmON. crown 8to. bttckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Tha Mxaoiw Of Richard Jaffarlas. By Sir Walter BBSANT. WUh a PhoCocrraph Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, . 



Jennings (Henry J.), Worlcs by. 

Corloutlaa of Cvlaelam. Post 8vo, cloth hnp, as. 6eL 

liord Tannyaon i A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait Post fro, u. i cloth, ir. 6d. 



Jerome (Jerome K.)« Books by. 

Btatfaland* With 64 Illustrations by J. Bernar 

John Intfarflald* Sic With musts, by A. S. BOYD and John Gulich.' Fc*ap.8vo, pic c'ov. is.6d 



Btatfaland* With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Pcap. 4to, picture cover, is. 
John Intfarflald* &c With musts, by A. S. BOYD and John Gulich. Fcap.8vo, pic cov. i 
Tha Pvuda'a Pvotfraaa t A. Comedy by J. K. Jerome and Eden Phillpoits. Cr.8vo, is. 6d. 



Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Xtattara* Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and half-botmd, as. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is, ea. ; cloth limp, Z5. 6d, each. 

Tha Gardan, thai Paid tha Rant* 

Hooaahold Hortlooltora 1 A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward)«^S<^enes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8to, cloth Hmp, er. 

Jones (William, P.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extira, 75. 6d, each. 

Flnjfar-Rtntf Xiora 1 Historical. Legendary, and Anecdotal With nearly joo Illustrations. Second 
Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 



CradulltleStPaat and PraMnt«_ Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners. Talismans. Word and 

ig of Animals, Birds, Eggs 
Crowna and Coronatlona 1 A History of Regalia. With xoo Ilkistrations. 



Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck. &c. With Frontispiece. 



Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFORO. Edited by Colond CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, fir. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining 'The Antiquities of the Tews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.* With 5a Illustratioos and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy 8vo. half-boung, lar. 6d. 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post 8vo. illustrated beards, as. r doth, as. 6d. • 

Kine (R. Ashe), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo.bds., as. ea, 

A Drawn Gama. t *ThaW aarla< of iha ONaa** 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. J 

PaMlon'i SlaTti .1 BaU Banv, _; ..^^ 
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Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward. L.R.C.P.)* — The 

PatI>Bt*« V>d» M»cam i How to Get Most Benefit fr^m Mcdiql Advice. Cr. 8to. ts. ; cL, u. 6rf. 

Knights (The) of the Lion : A RomanO« of the Thirteenth Century 

E^ted. with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OP LORNE. K.T. Crown 8vo. cloth eitra, 6m. 

Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

* Poetry for Children 'and ' Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the * Essay on KoastPir.' Crown 8vo, half-bd., ys. 6d, 

Tba Essays of BlUu Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and h.-Uf-bouno, ax. 

Xiltils Essays i Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letten bjr PBRCT 
Fitzgerald. Post 8vo. cloth limp. as. 6d. 

Tbs Dramatlo Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDBK ICAT- 
THEWS, and Steeliplate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, ar. 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation and Examination of William 

Shakspeare, &c., before Sir Th'-mas Lucy, touching' Deer-stealine. xQth September, 1583. To which 
is added, A Conferancs of Master Edmund Bpensar with the Earl ef Essex, touching tho 
State of Irela nd, 1595. Fcap. 8vo. half-Roxburghe, af. 6d. 

Lane (Edward William).— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 

monlr called in Enf^and The Araolan Nights' Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Desiifns by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY PO O LR. With Preface by STANLEY LANH-POOLB. Three Vols., demy 8vo, doth, ^s. td. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

The Story of the London Parks. With Illustrations. Crown 8tOi doth extra, sr. 6A 
Anecdotes of the Cler^. Post 8 vo, la id pap er, hal f-bound, ar. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Forensfe Aneedotes. l Theatrloal Anecdotes. 

Lehmann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, is. eacb ; cloth, is. ^. each. 

Harry Flndyer at Cambridge. 

Conversational Hints for Young Shooters 1 A Guide to Polite Talk. 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by. 

Carols of Cockayne. Printed on Kand-inade paper, bound In buckram, v. 

Jea« d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. LRIGIL Post Svo. cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Leiand (C. Godfrey).— A Manual of Mending and Repairing*. 

With Diagrams. Crown Svo. ckth. y. 

Lepeiletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

the French by JOHN DE VillihrS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. - 

Leys (John).— The Lindsays; A Romance. Post Svo, illust.bds.,25. 
Lindsay (Harry).— Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3J. (xi. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, y, 6d. each ; post 8ro. Illustrated boards, as. each. 
Patricia Kemball. J lone. I Under which Lord 7 With m IDustrations. 

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. •My Love!' I Sowing the 'Wind. 

The World Well Lost. With 12 Ilhists. | Fasten Carew. Millionaire and Miser. 

The O ne Too Many. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Rebel of the Family. | With a Silken Thread. 

Post Svo, cloth limp. as. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. | OurseWest Essays on Womea. 

Freeshootlng : Extracts from th e Works of Mrs. Lynn Lint on. 

Dolcie Everton. • toIs., crown Svo, zox. net. 



Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, y. M. ; post Svo. illustra t ed Iwarda, as. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 

Teresa Itasca. Crown Sro. cloth extra, ij-. 

Broken Wings. With Six Illustrations by W. J. HHNNR98Y. Crown Svo, cloth extra, &f. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 8to, Ulustrated boards, w. 
Ednor Whitlock. Crown Sro. cloth extra, ts. 



Macdonell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 



MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players : Notes on Popular 

__ Games. Post Svo, cloth l imp , as. 6d. 

Mackay (CharIes~LLTD.). — interludes and Undertones^ or, 

MuLic at Tw iliiiht. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6*. 



\ 
\ 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by. 

A Hlatory of Our Owrn Timesi trom the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 
1880. Four Vols., demy »vo, cloth extra. t2S. each.— Also a POPULAR EDITION, in Four Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.— And tlieJumLEK Edition, with an Appendix of Eveuts to the end 
of i886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6rf. each. 
*,* Vol. v., bringing the narrative down to the end ui the Sixtieth Year of the Queen's Reign, is 

fat preparation. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 

A Short History of Oar Own Tlmea. One VoL. crown Bto. cloth extra, dr.— Also a Cheap 
Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, -zs. td, 

A History of tlia Four Oeortf es* Four Vol*;., demy 8vo. cL ex., zsx. each. [Vols. I. & II. reaiy. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f. each ; cloth limp, zr. 6d. each. 



The Waterdala Neltfhboiunh 

My Bnemy's DaughteTt 

A Fair Bazon. 

X^lnley Roohford* 

Dear liady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. With za mustrations. 



Donna Quixote. With la Illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 13 Illustrations. 

Camiola t A Girl with a Fortune. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds. 



The Riddle Ring. Crown Svo , cloth, y. 6d. {Afay, 1897. 

* The Right Honourable.* By Justin McCarthy. M.P.. and Mrs. Campbell Prabd. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, ts. _^ ^ 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

The French Revolatlon. (Constituent Assembly, 1780 91). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, i3j. 
each. Vols. I. <Sr II. ready: Vols. ill. & IV. in thepress^ 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo, \s. ; cloth. ». td. 
Ireland Since the Unions Sk etches of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown Svo, doth, ^ 

Haflz in liOndon : Poems. Sma M Svo, gold cloth, y. Sd. 

Oar Sensation Novel. Crown ^o, picture cover, xs. ; cloth limp, vs. 6A 

Doom : An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, xs. 

Daily I A Sketch. Crown Svo. picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, xs. 6d. 

Xtily JLass ; A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth linip, is. 6d. 

The Thousand and One Days. With Two Photogravures. Two Vols., crown Sro, half-bd., zu. 

A London Legend. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., x6mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, axs, ; or 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at as. 6d. each. 
VoU I. Within and without.— the Hidden Life. 

„ II. The Disciple.— The gosp^ll Women.— Book of Sonnets.— Organ Songs. 
M III. Violin Songs.— Songs ok the Days and Nights.— A Book of Dreams.— Roadsidb 

Poems.— Poems FOR Children. 
„ TV. Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch songs. 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance. I VoL VII. THE PORTENT. 
,» VIII. THE Light princess.— The Giant's Heart.— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross purposes.— the Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— Little Daylight. 
^ X. The Cruel Painter.— the wow o* Rivvbn.— The Castle.— The Broken Swords. 
—The Gray Wolf.— Uncle Cornelius. 

Poetical Works of George HacOonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols., 

crown Svo, buckram, 12s. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by George MacDonald. Pos t Svo, cloth, ss. 

Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 35 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3;. 6d, 
Heather and Snow : A Novel. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 
Lllith t A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6s. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 

ters: 8S Portraits by Daniel Maclise ; with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, Bibliog^raphical 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by William 
Bates. B. A. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7J. 6d. 



Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 65. each. 

In the Ardennes* With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Piotures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID. 

Througii Normandy. With 93 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. and a Map. 

Through Brittany. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

About YorlKShire. With 67 Ill ustrations by T. R. Macquo id. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2X. each. 
The Bvil Bye, and other Stories. I X^ost RosOt and other Stories. 

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Epgs, Hats, &c. 

Edited by W. H. CREMER. With aoo Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra.! s. bd. 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Manaojement : Including full Practical 

Direction s. By T. C. HbpworTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, ts. 6d. 

■■ ' ■ -I- — . ■■ I ■ ^^^^^m ,m , .Ml ■_■ ■ I I II ■ M._^^_^^>-»M^^^H^^_^H^^hH y » 

Magna Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, y. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and of the Kniijfhts of the Roun4 T^^^9r (^ g^lection.) £4ited by p. A(QNTQOME&|R RAM- 
mNG. Post $vo, cloth Imp, af, 



\ 



\ 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

The M*w Repablle* Post 8vo, picture cover, at. : doth Rmp, tf. id. 

The New Paul A Ylpglnla t Positivism on an Island. Post 8n>. dotli. nr. 6A 

A Romanee of (he ninetee nth Century. Crewn 8vo. doth 6t. i pottSvOk 

Poems* Small 4to, parchment, Bs. 
_ le Life Worth Llvln<? Cr*nm Wvo. doth eKtra. <t/. 

Marks (H. S., R.A.). Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 

Pbotocravuies and 136 Illustrations. Two Vols, demy tvo, doth, jai. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

andJntroduLtions, l»y Colonel CUNNIWC.H AM. Crown »w, doth ertnu 6t, 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards^ as. each. 

A Harveet of WUd Oats. I FUhtlnS the Al». 

Open I Sesame ! j written tn Fire. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

by CoL CUNNINC.HAM. Crown 8vo. cloth e«tr% ftf. 

Mast erman ( J.).— Half-a-Dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, boards, as. 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Se«« &c. Post 8vo, illos- 

trated boards, 2J. ; cloth limp, «j. 6d. 

Mayhew (Henry).— London Characters, and the Humorous Sldo 

of Lpndon I-ile. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth,3f. 6d. 

Meade (L. T0» Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortone. Crown i vo. doth, y. 6rf. ; post 8yo, ifliistrated bosrdik sc 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d each.. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Volee of the C harmer. Witt 8 nhutnttioiis^iVinfb 

Dr. Ramsey's Patie n t. By L. T. Meade and Clifford Halifax, M.D. Crown 8ye. cL fle, 

Merrick (Leonard), Stories by. 

The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, picture boMPd% sd 

This Sta<e of Fools. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6rf. 

Mexican 'Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E.SwEHTandJ. Armoy Knox With 365 Illustrations. Crown Sro. doth Mctnu y. »<. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo. illust. boards^ as. each. 

Tonoh and Go. | Mr. DoriUion. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or. The 

House of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8to, cloth Ump, «f. 6rf. 

Miiton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6i. each. 

The Hytflene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet. Soaps, Baths, Wines, Ac 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 



Min to (Wm.).— W a s She Oood or Bad? Cr. 8vo, is.; cloth, is. 6rf. 
Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. each. 

The Gnn-Runner t A Romance of Zul«land« With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
The Luek of Gerard Ridgeley. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
The King's Assegai. With Six fuU-pa^ Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
R enshaw Fannlng's Quest. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Hathercourt Reotory. Post 8ro, illustrated boards, v. 

That Girl in Black. Crown 8vo, cloth, ij. 6rf. 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTBR, COUN HUNTBR. 
R. Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imt>erial 4to, buckram. 2if. . ^^ 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epionrean ; and Alolphron. Post 8to, half-bound, ar. 

Prose and Yerse ; including: Suppressed Passasres from the MEMOIRS OF L6mD BYROK. Edited 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7J. 6d. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. "^ 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. each. 
Maid Harlan and Rohin Hood. With la Illustrations by STANLEY WoODi. 
Basils the Jester. With Frontispiece by STANLEY Wood. 
Young Lochinvar. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. | F rom the Bosom of the D^eSi 

storlot Weird and Wonderful* ?Q5t svo, iuqs^ratea bQ^rOs, v- j dotii, v. ^ 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. each. 



A Life*! Atonement* 

Joseph's Coat. 13 lUusts. 

Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 



A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 

Synio Fortune. Frontisp. 
y the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 



First Person Bintfular. 
Bob Martin's Little GirL 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 



A Capful o* Nails. Crown 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d. [Shortly, 

Mount Despair, &c. With Frontispiece by GRENViLLB MANTON. Crown 8vo, cloth, v. 6d. 
The Making of a Novelist t An Experiment in Autobiography. With a CoUotype Portrait and 
V^ette. Crown 8vo, art linen, dr. 

Murray (D. Cliristie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
One Traveller Returni. | The Bishops* Bible. 

Paul Jones's Alias,*&c. With IHustrations by A. Forestier and G. NiCOLBT. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, iUustnted boards, tx. each ; cloth, 9S. 6d. each. 
A Game of Bluft. I A Bong of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from tlie Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d, 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Bail Up.* Crown 8to, cloth e^^tra, y. 6d. : post 8to. Illustrated boards, aj; 
Dr. Bernard St. ITinoent. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. 

Iiessons In Art. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, as. 6d. 

Where Art Begins. With 27 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew. Frontispiece by F. H. Townsend. 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance 7 or Fate ? ^_^ 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Doctor Rameau. | A I«ast I iove. 

A Weird Gift. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; post Svo, picture boards, as. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Primrose Path. 1 Whiteladles. 

The Greatest Heiress in England. 

O'Reilly (Mrs.). —Phoebe's Fortunes. Post Svo, illust. boards. 2s, 
Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 6vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo. illust. bds., 25. ea. 



Held in Bondage. 

Triootrin. 

Btrathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil Castlemalne*s Gage 

Under Two Flags. 

Puck. I Idalla* 



FoUe-Farlne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. | Bigna. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. I Friendship. 
A YiUage Commune. 



Moths. I Plpistrello. 
In Haremma. J Wanda. 
Bimbi. t Syrlln. 
Frescoes. I Othmar. 
Princess Napraxlne. 
Ouilderoy. I Rufflaog 
Two Offenders. 



Square Sro, cloth extra, 5s. each. 
Blmbl. With Nine Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT. 
A Dog of Flanders, &c. With Six Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrbtt. 

Banta Barbara, &c. Square Svo. cloth, 6s. ; crown Svo. cloth. 3X. 6d. ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. 
Under Two Flags. Popular Edition. Medium Svo, 6d. ; cloth, is. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OuiDA by F. SYDNLY M JRRIS. Post 
Svo, cloth extra, sj.— Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, as. 

Page (H. A,), Works by. 

Thoreau t His Life and Aims. With Portndt Post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra. $s. 

Pandurang: Hari ; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

Bartlh FRERB. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6rf. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as . 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).— Might Have Been: some Life 

Notes. Cr own Svo, doth, 6s. tf Aor//y. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crie, P.P. Post Svo. cloth limp, as. 

Paul (Margaret A.).-^Qentle and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, with 

Fron^'tpiece by lim^pN PATgj{50(f, 3^. 6(f. post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 
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Payn (Jam?):), Novels by. 



ffifSn 



^K"FC 



Tta* ClyRuda at Cljfla. 






Payne (WIIJ).— Jerry theJuiriea mer. Ciowo ilvo, eloih, y. erf. 
Pennefl (H. Cho'lmaiuieleyj'j Works by. Post gvo, cloth, ai. &f. ea. 

•'MuMfi VtrnfaS" ^. tiol >ilr.l hvll. e 



Phil May's Sketch* Book, 'ConicioiDgso full-page Drawl Dgg, impi 



PRiiMOn <Dr. t.'L.) Famous Violinists and Fine VIolIiu: 

PIrkIs (C. L.), Novels byr 



Planehc (J. R.f, Works" by^ 

Pfu'tafdrs~'LiveV"of''flIustrloiiS Men. Witb Nnto and a Life of 
Poe's ll^d^ar Allan) Choice WorksinVroBeand I'oetry. Withlntro- 



.. . 1 Plays. By 
Pope's Poetical Works. rbsT Svo . cJoThlimp. as. 
Porter (John). — Klnsrsclere. Eiliied by Bvrok Wbbrrr. With 19 
Praed (Mrs.Campbell), Novels'byl Post Hvo. illustTbds., at, each. 



TT-r'" 




Foiiwn.'' 


;r"--r.'-i"is,Si.«™. 






urown tivo, cioth extra, ta. 



^^^ 



Price (E. C.). Novels by. 



Princess OlKa.-Radna:~A'N_ 

Proctor (Richard A., B-AO, Works by. 

SUurn and It* Bjjtem. With isBTml'plnlos. Umij'lni tl«li eitri. 
Ha<>a anil Wiuit* Dt BaltiiM Workw*. i:nrma»n,u.u. 



ChAttO a friWbiJS. im A m St. Mti1ii'» L«Be, Landon. W.C H 
Pryce (RJcharJ).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown Bvo. cloA, 
RambosBon (J.).— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pit- 
Randolph (Ueut.-Col. George, U.S,A.) — Aunt~Ablgall Dykes : 

tn SerentKii VohmH. sA In neir lanf primer typt, 
P Lav* u'e Llllls. Ldue ma L>OB<. 



ill* CluUtar uid ttia BluUl. 






tmt Wo mimoni Bill I 



f*t Waanttan. Chiiii:cly piiciiSlii Elmli nyic Fcap. Bva. bal^aiQure^i. u.' &J 
*hB CldlaUraiUI (ha H««th. InFuu.Voli.. l»KB«i,-iUiimliurs<iiit:llonbySlr>v«I.TBIlBil. 
wiai IBuHrWioMonavBryraeejTwov'olt.'ciowlBie.ckPtlieill.iii.iitt. 

Ridden (Mrs. J. n.). Novels by. 

Th' Mr£"r?'ln f"ii8« "airdln l . ' I Tb. HSn''"c'nri«."f^JHTlUB». 

RInimer (Alfred}, Works by. Square 8vo, clolh gilt, 7s. 6.;. each. 

Rfves { A melleK— Barbara Derlng. Crown 8vo, cloth eilra, 31. 6d. ; 
Robinson Crusoe. By Danihi, Dkfoh, With 37 Illuslrations- by 



Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 61, each. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Not 

jmlan m.^^tior, Eaay br S.irfrB-BEi;VH. fogevo. ciorli l.mp, ,i. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors wl 
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Rosensrarten (A.),— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

Jated by W. Collett-Sawdars. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth eaitra, yj. 6d, 

Rowley (Hon. Has:h), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 21. 6i, each. 

Panlanai RMdlttsanaJokeB. With numerous IDustrations. 

More Panlamu Profusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, ea.; cl., 25. td. ea. 

Bklppara and Bhellbaoksj I Grae« Balmaltfn's BwAAtheart. 
Bcho oU and Bc holars. | 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

A Country Bweatheart. I Th« Drift of Fate. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, %s. td. each ; post 8ro, illustrated boards. 2f. each ; doth limp, u. 6d. eadu 



Bound the Oalley-Ffre. 

In the Middle Watoh. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammook* 

She Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* 



The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tratfedy. 
My Shipmate Loulee. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 



Crown 8vo, dolh, y. td. each. 



Is He the Man? 

The Good Ship * Mohock.* 

The Phantom Death, &c. With Frontispiece. 

The Convict Ship. 



Heart of Oak. 

The Tale of the Tea. With vt TBustra. 
tions by G. MUNTBARO. IMar. X897. 



On the Fo'k'sle Head. Post Bro. illustrated boards, as. ; doth limp, ax. 6A 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVBR WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean* t The Master of St. Benedict's* 1 To His Own Kasto** 

Orchard Damerel. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth boards, is. td. each. 
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. | Modest lattle Sanu 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3^. td. each. 
In the Face of the World. I The Tramlett Diamonds. 



Sala (Qeorge A.).— Qaslij^ht and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Sanson. — Seven Generations of Executioners: Memoirs of the 

Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. td. 

Saunders (John), Novels by. 

Cro\vn 8vo, doth extra, 3*. td. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Guy Waterman. I The Lion in the Path. { The Two Dreamers* 

Bound to the Wheel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. td. 

^ - ■ ■ — ■ ■! ■-■■ — ^1^^^—^^^M^^^^^— ^^^1^^— ^M^^M^— M^W^B^— ^1— ^^^»^^^1— ^^^ 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels by* 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. td. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, er. cack* 

Margaret and Elizabeth. I Heart Salvage* 

The High Mills. I Sebastian. 

Joan Merry weather. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 
Gideon's Rock. Cruwn Svo, cloth extra, 3^. td. 



Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years, 

By Ex-ChJcf-lnspcctor CAVANACiH. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, as. td. 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 
in^^ Kxpehmcnts in Drawing-room or 'White' Magic. By W. H. Cremer. Witli 300 niustratlons. Crown 

Kvo, cloth extra, 4J. 6</. 

Seguin (L. Q.), Works by. 

The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammergan) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 

Map an- 1 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. td. 
W alks in Algiers. Wit h Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ts. 

S enior (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea. Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6d, 
Sergeant (Adeline).— Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Cr. Svo, 35. 6<?. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With lUustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 3X. td. 
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Sharp (WHHam).— Children of To-moirow. Crown 8vo. clolb, 6i. 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 



Sheridan (Qeneral P. H.], Personal Memoirs of. With Portraiis, 
Sheridan's (Richard Brlnsley) Complete Works, 

and Iota. WiihiofuiiarallDiij. Crownlro. lulfbtumd. tj. 6if. 

Th* Blvala, naSshnol tap Ssudal, ind oIh« Flays. Pan two, liair-l.^ . 

ducifoii and ««« to ach FUy. ind ■ Bl^iplilul SlOKh, liy Bbabueb MatthbwS. WhJi 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, includmg all 
Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 
Sims (Qeorge R.), Works by. 

Re(nai and Vanhanila. I Talaa ol Ta-dar, 

Mary JanH'a Maninlia, j MamolFi o> a Landlady. 



Da^onat Dlttioi. (Fnin rii 



Sketchley (Arthur).— A Match In the Dark. Post 8vo. boatda. ai . 
Slane Dictionary nrhe) : Etymological, Histciical, and Anecdotal. 

Smart (Haw ley).— Without Love or Licence: A Novel. Ctowa 



Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 



Society In London. Crown 8vo, ii. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



< Series of Letters 



Society in Paris: Tha Upper Ten Thousand. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).— Songs of AdleiT Small 4to, Jap. vel„6j. 

Spalding (T. A., LL.B.)r— Elizabethan Demonology: Ad Essay 
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Speis:ht (T. W,), Novels by. 

PcMi Bto, UlttStratsd boardi. ar. •ath. 

The Mysterlat of Heron Dyke. The Loadwater THtfcdyw 

By Devious Ways. Arr. Bun|o*e Romaaee. 

Hoodwinked i Se Sandyeroft Hyttary. QulAanee la Pull. 
The Golden Hoop. 
- Baek to Life. 



Bun|o*8 Bomaaee. 

Xulilaaee la Pull. 
Husbaad from (ha 



Fosi 8vo. clutb limp, is. 6d. each. 
A Barraa Tltla. I WIfa or Ho WlItT 

Crown 8vo. doth extra, 3^. &/. each. 
A Beeret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. | The Maater of TraaaBoa. fJAtr. 1897. 



Spenser for Children. Hy M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by W'ALTbK J. MuKGAN. Cruwn 4(0, cloth extra, y. 6J. 

Stafford (John).— Doris and I, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6i. 



Starry Heavens (The) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal z6mo« 

clutli extra, *s. txi. 

Stedman (E. C), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95. each. 

Yiotorian Poete. I The Poeta of Amerloa. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Stury of KlCHAKO TkU(;rnna, Uachclor of Medicine (Univ. Ediub.) Crown 8vo, doth. 6r. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8vct, clotli extrn. :y. 6./. ; post 8vo, illtittratrrl boards, ax. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8 vo, cloth limp. 2s. 6i. 

Travels with a Donkey* With a Frontispiece by Wai.trr CRANB. 
Inland Yoyatfe. With a Fru:itispiece liy Walter Cranh. 



Crown 8vo, huckraai, fp\X. top, &r. each. 

Pamlllar Btadles of Men and Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. With 1-routispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. I Underwoods t Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerisque. and othor Papers. | Ballads. | Prlaoa OttOb 

Across the Plains, ^iih othor Memories and Fssnvs. 

Weir of Hermiston. iR. L. siicvi-.N'^ons L.vsr Work.) 

Bongs of Travel. Crown 8vo. buckram. 5T. 

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vu. buckram, gilt top, ts. ; post 8ro, Illustrated boards, ar. 

The Suicide Club; an 1 The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nighi-s.) ^Vlth 
lii^ht lllustrati.ius !)>• \V. J. 1Ii;nm-.sSY. Crown 8vo, cloth. £J. 

The Edinburgh Edition of the Works of Robert Louts Stevenson. Twenty-seven 

Vols., demy 8vo. This I-'ilition (which is hmitrd to i.ooo copies) is sold in Sets only, the price of 
^^liich may l>o IcMrnotl f"i(i:ii the Ilo.ksf.Ucrs. The First Volume was published Nov., 1894. 



Stoddard (C. Warren).— Summer Cruising In the South Seas. 

Illustrated by Wali.iS MacKAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6J. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

Alice Zlmmhrn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6J. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, with i-) Illustrations by GlI.Iil-lRT GaUI., 5x. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, SJ. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

RNCU Marryat. Ac. Post 8vo, ill ustratedlxjards, 2J. 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England; inchidin;;' the Rural and Doni'^stic Recreations. May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from 
the Farlinst Period to tlie Present Time. Fdited by WILLIAM HuNE. With 140 Illustrations. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, js. 6,/. 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in 'Gulliver's Travels.' Crown 8to, cloth, js. ML 



Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-hound, ss. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J. Chlkton Cullins. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 9s, 
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Swinburne (Algernon C.)> Works by. 



■#l«etlons from th« Poetloal Works of 

IL. C. Bwinbarne. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Ohaatolard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, ts. 
Po«ms and BaUacb. First Serius. Crown 

8vo, or fcap. 9vo, 9s. 

Foams ana Ballads. Second Series. Crown 

8to, 9X. 

Poems ft Ballads. ThirdSeribs. Cr.8ro.7A 
Bongs bsfors Sunrise. Cwwn 8vo, lor. 6d, 
Botfl'Vell t A Tnufedy. Crown 8vo, las. 6d. 
Bongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vu, 6s. 
George Chapman. {See Vol. II. of G. CHAP> 

MAN^S Works.) Crown 8vo. 6s. 
Bssays and Studies. Crown 8vo. isx. 
Ereenthens t A Tra^redy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Mote on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, &r. 



A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo. 8x. 

Songs of the Springtides. Crown Svo, bs. 

Studies in Song. Crown Svo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown Svo. &r. 

Tristram of Lypnesse. Crown Svo, 9^ . 

A Century of Itonndels. Small 4to, 8s. 

A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, ys. 

Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Crown 8ve^ dr. 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, tss. 

liOcrine t A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Ben Joason. Crown Svo, js. 

The Sisters t A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Astrophel. &c. Crown Svo, js. 

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. Svo. 9^. 

The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, js. 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life ef the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Talne*8 History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., small demy Svo, dotb boards, 30^.— POPULAR Edition, Two Vols., large crown 
Svo, cloth extra, ly. 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem writers. Post Svo, cloth limp, ax. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S,), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. each. 

The Batfaolty and Morality of Plants : A Sketch of the Life and Conduct of the Vegetable 

Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and loo Illustrations. 
Oar Conunon Britieh Foasile, and Where to Find Them. With 331 Illustrations. 
The Playtime Naturaliet. With 366 Illustrations. 

Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. Containing: * Clancarty,' 

Jeanne Darc,'"Twixt Axe and Crown.* 'The Fools Reveage,' 'Arkwright's Wife, *Anne Boleyn, 
'Plot and Passion.' Crown Svo, cloth extra, yx. 6d. 
♦»* The Plays may also be had separately, at is. each. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. Post 

Svo. portrait cover, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

— — ^ 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundreds of Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 

With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo. \s. ; cloth. \s. 6d. 

Tillers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 

France under Napoleon. Translated by D. FORBES CAMPBELL and JOHN STEBBING. With 36 Steel 
Plates. 13 Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, izr. each. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6i.ea.; post Svo, 2s. ea. 

The Ylolln-Player. I Prond Ma Ule. 
CPBSSlda. Post Svo, illustrated boards, aj. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

duc tion by ALLAN Cunningham, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo. half-bound, aj. 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Illustrations in Colours. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, jx. 6d. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, is. e.tch. 
Old Stories Re-told. I Tales for the Marines. 



Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6rf. each. 

The History of Clnbs and Club Life In London 1 Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries. and Taverns. With 4a Illustrations. 
Bntfllsh Ecoentrles and Eocentrioitles : Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting: Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 

Transvaal (The). By John de Villiers. With Map. Crown Svo. 15. 
Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, sx. each. 
The Way We Live Now. | Hr. Soarborontfh's Famllya 

Fran Frohmann. I The Land-Leaguers. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Kept In the Davk. I The American Benatop. 

Xh% Golden X4on of Oranp«r«. 1 ^ol^n C^digattt. 1 Hfudon Faf • 
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TroIIope (Frances E.)» Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8ro. fllustrated boards, sr. each. ' 
Iilka Ships Upon tha B«a. I Mabsl's Ppo^vmm. | Adba FamMMU 



Trollope (T. A.)*— Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo. illust bds., 25. 
Trowbridge (J. T.).— Farnell's Folly. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 25. 
Twain (Mark), Books by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Choice Works of Msjpk Twain. Revised and Corrected throt^iottt by the Asthor. With 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
Roughintf It ; and The Innocents at Home. With aoo Illustrations by F. A. Frasbr. 
Mark Twain's Ltlbrary of Humour, with 197 illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7^. 6d. each ; post 8vo, iUusfc^ted boards, sf. each. 
The Innocents Abroad ; or, 1 he New Pilgrim s Progress. With 334 lUustntions. (The Two SliB> 

ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.) 
The Gilded Age. Kv Mark Twain and C. D. Waknrr. With aia Iflustratioai. 
The Adventures of Tom Bamryer. With xix Illustrations. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 illustrations. 
The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations. 
Life on the Mississippi. With rw illustrations. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With X74 IDustrations by E. W. Kbmblb. 
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With aao Illustrations by Dan Bbakd. 

Crown gyo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 

The Amevloan Claimant. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 36 Illustrations by Hax. Braru. 

Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illlustrations by LOUIS LOBB. 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With numerous lUustrarions. ISharffy, 

The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3;. 6d. ; post 8ro, picture boards ar. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The stolen White Elephant. | Mark Twain's Skfttohes. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MOND. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, y. dd, ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated l>oards, sr. each. 
Lady Bell. I Buried Diamon ds. | The Blackhall Ghocta. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 



mrhat She Came Through. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 



The Huguenot Family. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Beauty and the Beast, 
Disappeared* 



The Maodonald Lass. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6J. 



Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

The Queen Against Owen. Crowa 8vo, cloth, with Frontispiece, y. 6d. ; post Svo, boards, a*. 
The Prince of Balklstan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. ttJ. 
A Crown of Straw. Crown Bvu. clotli. 6s. 



Vasht i and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Villari (Linda).— A Double Bond: A Story. Fcap. 8vo, 15, 



Vizetelly (Ernest A.).— The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. "With 

a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, clot h extra, ^ s . 6d. 

Walford (Edward, MrA.), Works by. 

ngdom (1807). Containtncr tiie Descent, 

Idresses, Ciut>s, 



Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1807). Containtncr tiie Descent. 
Birth, Marria;;e, F.ducation. &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Add 



ike. Royal 8v<i, cloth R^ilt, 50J. 
Walford's Shilling Peerage (1897}. Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 

Irish Peers, &c. 32010, cloth, is. 
Walford's Shilling Baronetage (1897). Containinjr a List of the Baronets of the United 

Kinfrdom, Bioeraphical Notices, Addresses, &c. sznio, cloth, is. 
Walford's Shilling Knightage (1897). Containine a List of the Kniebts of the United 

Kingdom, Bioeraphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32010, cloth, xs. 
Walford's Shilling House of Commons (1897). Containing a List of afl the Members of the 

New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 32010, cloth, ir. 
Walford's Complete Peeraige, Baronetage, Knightage, and HouM of Commons 

(1897). Royal samo, doth, gilt edges, y. IPr^ritif, 

Tales of our Great FamlUes. Crown 8to, c^tb tt^^ ^< QA 
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Waller (S. E.).~Seba5tlani's Secret, With Twelve full-page Illus- 
trations by the Author. Crown 8vo, doth, 6s. [Shortly. 

, , , I - I -'jr ^"^ - - - . - 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or, The Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON ; and Instructions How to Angle, for a Trout or Grayling: in a 
clear Streun. nv CHARLES COITO.V. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6i 
Illustrations Crown 8vo, cloth antique, js. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSBTTL With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by, 

Flva Years with the Contfo Cannlbalt. With 93 Illustrations. Roval 8vo, cloth, z^r. 
Hy Idfe vrlth Stanley's Rear Guard. With Map. Post 8vo. zr. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, &r. 

!»■■' ■ ' ■-..■■I ■ ^ — — ■ »^— ^^»^^— ■!! ■ ■ ii.i M »■ mm^mm^^^^m^m^m i i ■ ■■ i ■■■.■- i ■■■ 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seab. Printed on paper 22 in. by z4 in. zr. 
Warrant to Bxeoute Mary Queen of Boots* A Facsimile, induding Queen Elizabeth's Sig^na* 
ture and the Great SeaL 2X. 

' — - - I - I ' - ■ ■ I 

Washlns1:on's (George) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 

and Restored by MONCURE D. CON WAY. Fcap. 8to, Japanese vellum, sr. 6d. 

Wassermann (Lllllas), Novels by. 

The Daffodils* Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 



The Marquis of Carabas* By Aaron Watson and Lillias Wassermann. Post Sto, 
illustrated boards, zs. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope, 

By F. W. Cory. With Ten Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. ; doth, xs. 6d. 

^ I , - ■ _ - . - 

Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trust-Money. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. ; doth, 2f. 6A 
Sons of BeliaL Crown Sro, doth extra, 3^. 6d. 

Westbury (Atha),--The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoriland. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Whist, How to Play Solo, By Abraham S. Wilks and Charles F 

Pardon. Post Svo, cloth limp, ar. 

White (Gilbert), —The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 

printed on laid paper and half-bound, ax. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Beienoe In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7^. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, ax. 6d, 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Makintf. Cro^m 8vo, cloth extra, 91-. 

K Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy Svo. cloth extra, zax. fd. 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).--A Child Widow. Post 8vo. bds., 25, 
Wills (C. J.). — An Easy-going Fellow. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, -js 6d, 

I«eaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post 8vo. cloth limp, •>.x. 6<f 
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Two-Shillino l^ovEL^— continued. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
irnder the OrMBWood Tree. 

By J. BERWICK HARWOOD 

The Tenth EarL 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Beatrix Randolph. 
Love— or a Name. 
David Poindextsr's Dls> 

appearance. 
The Spectre of the 

Camera. 



Garth 

ElUce Qnentla. 

Fortune'! FooL 

Mies Cadocrna. 

Bebaatian Btroae. 

Dust. 

fey Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 

Ivan de Biron. 

By G. A. HENTY. 

StUub the Juggler. 

By HENRY HERMAN. 

A Leading Lady. 

By HBADON HILL. 

Zambra the Detective. 

By JOHN HILL. 

Treason Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 

The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. OEORQB HOOPER. 

The House of Raby. 

By TIOHE HOPKINS. 

Twlxt Love and Duty. 



NGERFORD. 

A Modem Circe. 
Lady Vemer'e F'ight. 
The Red House Mystery 



By Mrs. HU 
A Maiden all Forlorn. 
In Durance Vile. 
Marvel. 
A Mental Struggle. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
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By WAl. JAMESON. 
Ky Dead Self. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 

The Dark C-oIleen. | Queen of Connaught. 
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Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KING. 

▲ Drawn Game. I Passion's Slav*. 

' The Wearing of tho Bell Barry. 
Oreen.* I 

By JOHN LEYS. 

Tho Lindsays. 

Br B. LYNN LINTON. 



Fatrlda Kemball. 
The World Well Lost. 
Vnder which Lord T 
Faston Carew. 
'My Lover 
lone. 

By HENRY 
CUdeon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
Ky Enemy's Daughter. 
AFair Bazdn. 
Unley Rochford. 
lUss Misanthrope. 

HUGH 



The Atonement of Leam 

Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 
Rebel of the Family. 
Bowing the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
W. LUCY. 

McCarthy. 

Oamiola. 
Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
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The Dictator. 
Red Diamonds. 
MACCOLL. 



By 

Ifr. stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 

Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 

Quaker Cousins. 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

The Bvil Eye. | Lost Xose. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 

▲ Romance of the Nine- 1 The New Repnblio. 
tooftth Century. [ 



Bv FLORENCE MARRYAT. 

Open I Sesame I | A Harvest of Wild Oftti 

Fjghtia* the Air. .. | Written in Firo. 

W.I. .. By^ J- MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-doson Daughters. 

^ _ By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 

A Secret of the Sea. 

*fli^. Jiy}:' '"'• MEADE. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 

^ „ By LEONARD MERRICK. 

The Han who was Good. 

^ ^ l^y JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillioa. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hatherconrt Rectory. 

« . « Py ^' E. MUDDOCK. 

Stories Weird and Won From the Booom of tho 

derfuL Deep. 

The Dead Man's Secret. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Life's Atonement. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person 8ittg«l«r. 
Bob Martins Little Girl 
Time's Reveng's. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 



A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

Val Strange. 

Old Blazers Hero. 

Hearts. 

Tho Way of the World. 

Cynic Fortune. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One !BraveUer Returns. I The Bishops' Bible. 
FaulJoness Alias. 1 !-»*•. 

P3f, "ENRY MURRAY. 

A Game of Bluff. | A Bong of Sixpence. 

., „„ By HUME NISBET. 

Bali Up I • I Dr.Bernard St.7ineent. 

^ ^ By ALICE O'HANLON. 

The Unforeseen. | Chance? or FatoT 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Rameau. l a Weird Gift. 

A Last Love. | 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. I The Greatest Heiress in 

T^e Primrose Path. | Er.gland. 

By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

FhoBbe's Fortunes. 

By OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine'sOage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess Napraxine. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 



Two Lit. Wooden fflioet. 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Piplstrello. 
A Village ConuBUM. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In MaremnuL 
Gnllderoy. 
Rnifino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa Barbara^ 
Two Offenders. 
Oulda's Wisdom, Wit, 
and Pathos. 



By MARGARET AGNES PAUL 

Gentle and Simple. 

By C. L. PIRKIS. 

Lady Lovelace. 

By EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED 

The Rojpaance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Out* aw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard 

By E. C. PRICE. 
Valenttna. | Mrs. Lancaster's RivaL 

The Foreigners. I Gerald. 

By RICHARD PRYCa 
UlM Maxwell's AflecUoos. 
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Two-Shillino Notbls — continued. 
By JAMES PAYN. 



B«BUBek'«T«U»r. 
Mmrphy a Kaator. 
A Oountr FaBlly. 
At H«r Mtrcy. 

C«cll ■ TrjBt. 

Th« Clyffarda of Clyffe. 

The FosUr Brotktrs. 

Fooad Dead. 

TL« B«it of Hubaodf. 

Walter's Woid. 

MalTM. 

Fallen Fortanea. 

Humorous Stones. 

£200 Reward. 

A Marine Residence. 

Mirk Abbey. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Rool. 

Hiyh Spirits. 

Oarlyon s Tear. 

Fiom Exile. 

For Casb Only. 

Kit. 

The Canon's Ward. 



The Talk of the Tvwm. 

Holiday Tasks. 
A Ferfect Treasve. 
What Be Cost Her. 
A Confldential Aceatk 
Olow-wonB Tales. 
The Bant MilUoa. 
Bonny Stories. 
Lost Sir MsssinybertL 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
The Faasily Scapeprace. 
Owendollne s Harrest. 
Uke Father. Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Less Black than We're 

Fainted. 
Some Private Tlews. 
A Orape from a Thorn. 
The MysUry ef Mir- 

brldfe. 
The Word and the WIU. 
A Prince of tbe Bleod. 
A Trying Patient. 



By CHARLIES RHADE. 

It is Kever Too Late to A TerribleTemptation. 



Mend 
Christie Johnstone. 
The Double Marriage. 
Fat Toarself in His 

Place 
Lore Me Little, Lore 

Me Long. 
The Cloister and the 

Hearth. 
The Course Af True 

LOTO. 

The JUt. 

The Autobiography of 
a Thief. 

By Mrs. J. H. 



Foul Play. 

The Wandering Heir. 

Hard Cash. 

Bingleheart and Doable- 
face. 

Good Stories of Men and 
other Animals. 

Peg Wofllngton. 

Orifflth OauDt. 

A Perilous Secret. 

A Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A Woman-Hater. 

RIDDELL. 



The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery in Palace. 

Gardens. 
The Nun's Corse. 
Idle Tales. 

RIVES. 



Weird Stories. 
Fairy Water. 
Her Mother's DarTIag. 
The Prince of Wales's 
Garden Party. 

By AMELIE 

Barbara Dering. 

By I-. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. | The Hands of Jostice. 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. 

Skippers and Shellbacks, j Schools and Scholars. 
Grace Balmaign s Sweetheart. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 



The Romance of Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Aione on a Wide Wide 

Sea. 



Round the Gallev Fire. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

In the Middle Watch. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Ham- 
mock. 

The Mystery of the 
'Ocean Star.' 

By QEOROB AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Gasl^ht and Daylight. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Guy Waterman. I Tiie Lion in the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. | 

Bv KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Joan Merryweather. Sebastian. 

The High MUls. Margaret and Ellzft- 

Heart Salvage. beth. 

By QEORQE R. SIMS. 

Rognes and Vagabonds. Tinkletop's Crime. 

The Ring o Bf Us. 

Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

Mary Jane Married. 

Tales of To day. 

Dramas of Life. 

By ARTHUR 

▲ Match in the Dark. 



Zeph. 
My Two Wives. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The 10 Commandments. 

SKETCHLEY. 



By HAWLEY SMART. 

Withomt %ow er Lieeace. 

By T. W. SPBiOHT. 

The Mysterlsa of Henm 

Dyke. 
The Golden Hoof. 
Hoodwinked. 
By DeTkras Wajs. 

By ALAN 



BaektoUfa. 

The Lwidwat i 'T i f e d y . 

Borfn'i Hoaaaee. 
Quittaaea in FalL 
ABBihaad from the Sea 

ST. AUBYN. 



A FeUow of Trinity. I To His Owa 

The Junior Dean. I Orchard Daaaral 

Master of Bt.Beaedlct'i I 

By R. A. STERNDALB. 

Tke Afghan Knife. 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

New Arabian Nlj^tt. | Frlnea Otto. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Cresslda. I The VIoUnnayer. 

Proud Malsie. | 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 

Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Kotdld. 

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPB. 

Diamond Cat Diamond. 

By P. ELEANOR TROLLOPB. 

Like Ships open tfeo I Anne Fomess. 
Bea. I Mabel's Frogreo. 

By ANTHONY JTROLLOPE. 






Fran Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
John Cal^nte. 
The Way We Uto Now. 



The Laad-Leagaers. 
Tho Anserican Senator. 
Hr. Searh<«on|^'a 

FaaiUf. 
OoldenUon of Oraapero 



By J. T. TROWBRIDOB. 

FameU's Folly. 

By IVAN TURQENIEPP, Ac. 

Stories firoos Foreign Novellsti. 

By MARK TWAIN- 



A Pleasure Trip on tho 

Continent. 
The Gilded Ago. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
MarkTwain's Sketches. 
Tom Sawyer. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
Stolen White Elephant. 

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 



Life on tho MlsdssippL 
Tho Frineo and tao 

Fanpor. 
▲ YanlMe at tbe Ooart 

of King ArUrar._ 
The £1/100,000 

Note. 



The Huguenot Family. 
The Blackball Ghosts. 
What SheCameThrough 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Oitoyenno Jaqueline. 



The Bride's Pass. 
Burled Diamonds. 
St. Mango's City. 
Ladv Bell. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 

The Queen against Oareo. 

By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS 
WASSERMANN. 

The Marquis of Oaratas. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

Trust- Money. 

By Mrs. P. H. WILLIAMSON. 

A Child Widow. 

By J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. | Regimental Lecoada. 

By H. F. WOOD. 
Tbe Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Lnglishman of the Rue Cain. 

By Lady WOOD. 
Sablna. 

By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 

acnel Armstrong ; or, I.ove and Theoloffv. 
By EDMUND YATES. 
The Forlorn Hope. I Castaway. 

Land at Last. | 
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